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FROM : 
BITTERSWEET 
TORMENT 
TO THE TRIUMPH 
OF DESIRE 


_ Brigid saw Edward only twice before tha 
day when he took her as his unwillin 
bride, then bent her to his lust with th 
savagery of villainous delight. He ha 
plans for their life together...plans tha’ 
would put the Devil to shame. Brigid saw 
Jay only once to know, in that one instant, 
how very great a price she would pay 
dwell forever in his strong, sun-bronzed 
arms. From London and bridal bondag 
over pirate-ridden seas, to America an 
across Comanche land to Texas and the 
Alamo, Brigid would dare any hell...i 
only the thirst of her yearning he 
might be quenched by Jay’s love. 





HER SHAME 
Jay found her when she least expected him. “I 
was on my way to the deck. I saw you come out of 


the captain’s cabin,” he accused her. “I saw his 
face and now ,.,” 


HER SECRET 
Everything about her was his. He was so hand- 


some she ached. Now she stood dishonored before 
him and could not tell him why. 


HER SOUL AFIRE 


Yet Jay could not keep his rage from melting. He 
could not keep himself from comforting her as he 
longed to, possessing her as he was born to, He 
kissed her, clung to her. 


Together they would consummate the flame which 
‘had burned within them from the first moment 
they met. 
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Part One 


The Wedding 
1835 


Chapter 1 


and dazed, Brigid Mallory stood in the elegant bed- 
while Janie, her new maid, fastened the buttons 
the back of her wedding gown. She stared into the 
scarcely able to believe that she was getting 
to marry a man she had seen only twice, a man 
her senior. 
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her 
It was parted in the middle, drawn in shal- 
low waves over her ears, and wound gently into a long 
knot up the back of her head, then draped with a short, 
filmy, white lace veil. 

Her face looked normal, thank goodness, betraying no 
inner turmoil. Her lips almost quivered but she steadied 
them and sighed mentally. 

After pulling and patting the skirt of the gown into 
faultless lines, Janie stood back. “You're beautiful, Miss 
Brigid!” she exclaimed. 

She turned to a tiny, wiry woman, neat and fashion- 
able in a dark green silk dress, who stood nearby, criti- 
tally regarding Brigid. “Is she to your liking ma'am?” 

The woman, Brigid’s aunt, was alert despite the gray 
streaks in her hair. Her eyes shot toward Brigid’s slim 
waist. “The corset!” her thin voice cried. “Did you put 
the corset on her?” 

Janie, who was as tiny as Brigid’s aunt and, like Brigid, 
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only sixteen, looked frightened. She turned so pale that 
her red hair seemed to flame, and her freckles appeared 
to stand out all over her face. She was silent. 

“Well? If you didn’t, and if I'd be indelicate and men- 
tion an intimate garment to Mr. Edward or Lord An- 
thony, you'd be dismissed right now!” 

“Aunt Fan, please!” Brigid interceded. “It isn't Janic’s 
fault! I just didn’t put on the corset.” 

“You didn’t put it on? When did you begin to defy 
me, after all I've done for you and your little brother?” 

“| didn’t mean to defy you, Aunt Fan, I've never worn — 
a corset, I don’t need one—" | 

“That’s my decision to make!” 

“Today—I'd not be able to breathe.” 

“And why not, pray?” 

“['m not quite myself. I might swoon in a corset, not . 
breathe correctly. I've never swooned and would be 
ashamed to do so at my wedding.” 

“And why at the wedding, miss?” 

“It’s—getting married—to a stranger.” 

“What way is that for a bride to talk? How fast you 
forget! You appreciate nothing—the fine match your 
Uncle William made for you, the titled family you're 
marrying into, the handsome husband you're getting! 
What more can an orphaned girl saddled with a little 
brother ask for?” 

“Nothing,” Brigid admitted bleakly. “But the corset 
—please look at me. I don't need it, truly I don’t!” 

Hands on her hips, the older woman moved slowly 
around Brigid, assessing her figure. “Humph,” she said at 
last. She spanned Brigid’s waist with her little bands. 
“My fingers don’t meet,” she said, “but a man’s fingers 
would. Men admire that in a woman. So. You defied me, 
miss, but I see no need to undress to the skin for the 
corset.” 

When Brigid tried to thank her, she gestured. “It's not 
to give you your way. It's indecent for a woman to ap- 
pear in public without a corset, but you are skinny in the 
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waist, and I’m not going to have you disgrace us by 
swooning at the altar.” 

“Thank you,” Brigid murmured. “And for all you and 
Uncle William have done for Benjamin and me.” 

“You could have said that every day, miss.” Turning 
to Janie, she snapped, “Now, girl, put the gloves on her. 
Tuck the fingers of the left one in at the wrist, for the 
ring to go on.” 

“Yes, ma’am,” Janie whispered. 

“Take care with the lace. I’m surprised that Lord 
Anthony got such a young maid for his brother’s bride.” 

“T've been in service since I was twelve, ma’am. I 
believe he persuaded my mistress to let me come here 
because Miss Brigid might like a maid her own age—at 
least, so my mistress told me, ma’am.” 

“Humph! The gloves!” 

Holding her hands steady while Janie worked the tight 
lace onto her fingers, Brigid looked out the nearest win- 
dow. All she could see was the early January snow slant- 
ing past. The more she watched, the more like a heavy 
white curtain the snow became, and it seemed to freeze 
her bewildered heart. She was afraid to be married so 
young, afraid to be married at all. 

Standing there, she thought of all that had happened 
in her past that had brought her to this day. She had only 
vague memories of her mother—of her beauty and ten- 
derness. Then Benjamin was born and Mama had died. 

Mrs. Mott, a kind, gray-haired woman, had come to 
tend the new baby. She told Brigid fairy stories, kept their 
home clean, and put good meals on the table. 

As Brigid grew, her school friends visited, and when 
Benjamin was old enough, his friends came, too. They 
filled their home with noise, and Mrs. Mott chuckled, but 
even when she told them to settle down, her tone was 
friendly. When Papa was home, he joined their fun. 
learned to tend Benjamin, to clean, to cook and sew. She 

She had learned many things from Mrs. Mott. She 
learned never to complain. Mrs. Mott had rheumatism, 


when the pain was bad she smiled and went 
duties, though she moved slowly. 

Brigid was fourteen, the housekeeper’s pain be- 
crippling she had to go live with her daughter. 
Brigid immediately insisted to her father that she take 
over the household. 

“You're too young, sweetheart,” Papa said. “You need 
freedom, time to be with your friends.” 

“If we get a cleaning woman and laundress, it'll be 
easy, Papa! I'll have plenty of free time!” 

“That's what you think now, dear. But when the 
young men want to call—” 

“You've said I shouldn't have them until I'm seven- 
teen! That's a long time off, and you'll be here with 
Benjamin!” 

It took much persuasion, but Papa finally consented 
to try it. Things went smoothly, Papa was proud, and 
they were happy. 

But at the end of a year, he was killed in a runaway 
catriage, and everything changed. Brigid, fifteen, and Ben- 
jamin, eight, had had to come live with their elderly 
half-uncle William Mallory, a barrister, and his wife, Aunt 
Fan. 

Quiet was the rule in their big, nice house, quiet and 
decorum. They were expected to all but tiptoe and whis- 
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Once Benjamin, had rebelled against the discipline. 
One afternoon they were at tea, and Uncle William put 
two spoonfuls of sugar into his heavily creamed tea. With 
a look of anticipation, he lifted the cup and took a big 
swallow. His face contorted, and he set the cup down 
with a clatter. 

Benjamin doubled with laughter. “April fool!” he cried. 
“It's April Fool's Day, Uncle William!” 

Aunt Fan was horrified. “What did you put into that 
sugar bowl, you little wretch?” she demanded. 

“S-salt!” laughed Benjamin. 

Brigid held her breath. Benjamin had played this trick 


quiet gentleman, and he had. Occasionally she would see 
his eyes dance, but she had only to glance at him, and 
he month by month, as the years 
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never murmured. Aunt Fan was a sensible 
woman, and Brigid, young as she was, recognized that 
she spoke the truth. 

“Oh, it can scare you,” Aunt Fan said. “But a good 
marriage’ll convince you. A prosperous husband, a nice 
home.” 


z 


Everything Aunt Fan said was true, but Brigid's heart 
cried out against it. There should be love, such as Papa 
and Mama had known, and Aunt Fan never spoke of 
love. But she would try for that in her marriage, oh, she 
would! She would make certain that before marriage 
there was love, 

Then, just one month ago, her life changed. 

She wished she had been more outspoken when Uncle 
William had told her, in his square brown library, that he 
had arranged a marriage for her. She did ask, instantly, 
that she be allowed to marry at eighteen, not at sixteen, 
and that she at least approve the man. 

Uncle William shook his head, his gray eyes on her, 
his blunt features solemn, even the stance of his portly 
body determined. “The opportunity is now, girl. It in- 
cludes Benjamin—exceptional for an alliance such as this,” 


She asked for an engagement period, even a short one, 
and he refused. He ended by telling her that the gentle- 
~ man was coming that very evening to meet her. 

To look me over like a horse he might buy! she 
thought hotly. But she dared not say it. “Who is this— 
person?” she did ask stiffly. 

“A gentleman, girl. You'll refer to him with respect, 
His brother is titled—Lord Anthony Lawrence. Negotia- 
tions have taken three months of subtle and convincing 
skill on my part. You'll do nothing, say nothing, to hinder 
what I've accomplished. Is that clear?” 

She nodded. 

“Give me a proper reply, my girl!” 

“Yes, sir,” she said reluctantly. “It’s clear.” 

“I demand that you and the boy make a good impres- 

tonight. Deport yourselves as you've been taught to 
do in this house. Wear what your aunt selects.” 
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inted hour Brigid and her aunt and uncle 
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which matched her eyes. Her silky 
coiled around her head like a crown, the 
had dictated. 
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“Ladies,” Edward Lawrence said, his voice as cutting 
as a sword, “pray be seated.” 

As they sat, Uncle William started to speak, but Ed- 
ward Lawrence made a slicing motion of his hand. He 
directed a continuous, steely look at Brigid. She felt as if 
he had cut her aunt and uncle out of the room and they 
were alone. 

Hands in her lap, she breathed deeply and slowly, her 
eyes meeting his coolly. But inwardly she wished she 
could flee from the room, the house, London. She wanted 
to take Benjamin with her and run to the end of the 
earth. Of all the men in this great city, why had this 
Particular one decided on her? 

The dowry? But that would be barely enough, her 
father had left her very little. Her mother’s beauty? Per- 
haps. She had been so happy to be a replica of her be- 
loved mother. And this frightening man was the result. 
Meeting his eyes, instinct told her that he had some other 
motive—one that even Uncle William didn't know—for 
marrying her, that it was deliberate and planned and not 


Her heart cringed. 
“You're even more beautiful than I dared hope,” he 


for our use. He is building a house for us, which you are 
to furnish at his expense.” 

He waited. Aunt Fan was half smiling, half glaring, 
prodding Brigid to be gracious. 

Brigid’s inborn civility forced her to respond. “Your 
—elder brother, I presume, being Lord Anthony, is 
generous,” she said. 

“He’s not much the elder,” Edward Lawrence said 
icily. “One year.” Abruptly changing the subject, he said, 
“Now. In regard to your dowry. You know nothing of 
the details?” 

“I was surprised to hear I had a dowry, sir.” 

“Call me Mr. Lawrence until after the wedding. Then 
you will address me as Edward.” 

“Yes, Mr. Lawrence.” It couldn't be true, this couldn't 


be happening that she was sitting here, talking to this 
stranger, discussing what name she would call him! 

“Your father was a successful draper, true?” 

“T believe so, Mr. Lawrence.” 


sum he received I have accepted—after much considera- 
tion—as an adequate dowry.” 

“But that’s for Benjamin!” Brigid cried, shaken from 
her numbness. “That's for my brother! The inheritance 
goes to the eldest son, and he’s the only son! I have no 
right to it!” 

“Are you saying, girl,” demanded Uncle William, “that 
I, with two orphans to support and situate, had no rights?” 

“I refuse the dowry!” Brigid cried. 

“You are saying I had no right to exercise my judg- 
ment,” Uncle William said with contained anger. “Mr. 
Lawrence, I don't know what's got into the girl—” 

“Spirit, Mr. Mallory. I don’t mind spirit.” 

“She's too young to understand business!” Aunt Fan 
interposed, her eyes like bullets. “You may have to ex- 
pound to her, sir. She has a good mind; she'll grasp what 
you say.” 


He looked at Aunt Fan. “I'll see the boy now.” 
Brigid would have risen to fetch her brother. 
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marry your sister. You'll be under my control.” 

Benjamin glanced at Brigid, not betraying that this 
was the first he knew of any marriage, Brigid, sick that 
she had been forbidden to tell him, gave a little nod. At 
that, he looked Edward Lawrence in the eyes and said, 
“Y-yes, sir,” in his pleasant voice. His blue eyes looked 
frightened. 

Brigid’s heart tore. Benjamin had always turned to her 
when he needed anything. Now this devil had announced 
that he would be in control. 

They shook hands, the handsome nine-year-old and 
the unwanted suitor who might—Brigid admitted it 
privately—be considered handsome, except for his cold- 
have been an engagement, she might have found, grad- 
ness. If she wasn't in this marriage trap, if there could 
ually, that he was less frightening. 

He swung a look from Benjamin to herself. “Startling 
resemblance. Take the boy away, madam.” He turned to 
Uncle William. “I’m ready to sign the contract, The wed- 
ding will be in one month. No more, no less.” 


Brigid 
graceful, and had yellow eyes. A shiver of distaste 
crawled down Brigid’s spine. 

“This is Catton, Mr. Edward's valet,” the housekeeper 
told them. “What is it, Cat?” 

“They're ready downstairs, ma'am.” He kept his eyes 
properly ahead, but Brigid had a feeling they saw every- 
thing. He well-named Cat, Not only did he remind 


was 
of a cat, but his voice held a distinct purr, a purr 
that sounded as if it could easily turn into a snarl. 
Unexpectedly her spirit broke free of the bonds the 
past year had imposed, and she looked Cat in the eye. 
“We're ready,” she said coldly. “Lead us down the stairs, 
We're not yet familiar with Lawrence Hall.” 
No word was spoken by any of them, not even her 
aunt, as they descended the stairs. With Benjamin walking 
at her side, Aunt Fan and Mrs. Johnson following, Brigid 


Chapter 2 


A man she hadn't seen before waited at the foot of the 
stairs. He wore black wool and an embroidered shirt. 
His black hair, in a pompadour, glinted in the light of the 
crystal chandeliers that ran the length of the hallway. 
His eyes were very kind. 

“I'm Anthony Lawrence,” he said. “Edward's detained 
in the library.” 

Brigid inclined her head and looked solemnly at Lord 
Anthony. He was a bit taller than Edward, lips a firm 
line, features less sharp. The brothers looked much alike, 
yet Lord Anthony pleased her, while Edward repelled 
her. She found herself making a small curtsy, and he 
bent over her gloved hand. 

If only, she thought, Edward were more like his broth- 
er. Still, she wouldn't want to marry Lord Anthony, 
either. Stop thinking like a child! she ordered herself. 
Then, confused by her emotions, she forced herself to be 
composed and introduced Aunt Fan and Benjamin to 
Lord Anthony. 

Benjamin grinned up at him, and the nobleman gave 
him a wink. “You and I must play chess,” he said, “Do 
you know the game?” 

“No, sir. But I should like to learn.” 

“T'll teach you. We'll have mighty battles.” 

Brigid, able now to study Lord Anthony unobserved, 
could see no evidence of the Lawrence heart ailment. 
“All the Lawrence men have died of it,” Uncle William 
had said, “and Lord Anthony suffers from it. His brother 
has escaped the weakness.” 
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Edward brought the stranger over, “Business,” he 
clipped. “This is Jay Tiffany of St. Louis in the States. 
He's delivered some documents to me, but he’s pressed 
for time.” 

Edward then snapped out further introductions. 

“I hope I didn't put you out, Miss Brigid,” Jay Tiffany 
said, his eyes never moving from hers. His voice had a 
throb of life to it, 

“It’s exciting to meet someone from the States,” Brigid 
said breathlessly. “From the wilderness!” 

“I have a notion you'd like the wilderness,” he told her. 
“That you'd fit into the life, You've got that look to 


She felt herself blushing, tried to speak, failed. Sud- 
denly she found him a very upsetting man. He smiled, 
then turned away, nodded to Aunt Fan, and grinned at 
Benjamin, putting a hand on his shoulder. 

Then he turned to Edward. “I’m sorry we haven't 
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firmed up plans. I'll be at my hotel until tomorrow morn- 

then I leave to take a ship from Liverpool. Until 
you can reach me, My regrets, coming at this 

hour. I've really put you out.” 

Brigid, staring helplessly at him, knew that he wanted 
to look at her again and would not. When Edward made 
no response, Lord Anthony spoke warmly. 

“We're not inconvenienced, Mr. Tiffany. I do admit, 


“One year only!” Edward said, his eyes deadly. 

Why does he keep saying that? Brigid wondered. What 
difference does it make? Surely it couldn't be the title, 
when Edward himself was so well situated. Was this the 
root of the difference between them—rendering the one 
who held the title kind and the one who did not hold it 
vicious? 

Her heart shuddered. Insanely, she wished that it were 
Jay Tiffany she had to marry. 

Her skin burned. She glanced at Jay Tiffany, then away. 
Illogically, she hated him for the way he made her heart 
race and her breath catch and hurt. 

He left without another glance, following Smithson, 
the butler, to the door. She was instantly infuriated, re- 
lieved, bereft, and had to fight to keep from trembling. 

She laid her fingers on Edward's proffered arm. There 
was strength in him, too—ruthless and cold, but strength 
it was. It was, perhaps, too much to expect warmth and 
kindness, too. 

She clenched her jaw and walked with him into the 
great salon. The furniture was French, covered with vel- 
vet and satin. There was a white marble fireplace at each 
end of the salon, and two crystal chandeliers. 

Holding her knees steady, smiling, Brigid acknowl- 
edged introductions as Edward made them. It can’t last 
forever, she thought, because so few are here. 

There was Dr. Cline, short, thin, and elderly. He had 
the kindest face she'd seen since Papa, Brigid thought 
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despite her numbness, the sense that this couldn't be true, 
couldn't be 

“My dear,” the doctor said, holding her hand so long 
that warmth crept through her lace glove. “It's been my 
privilege to tend this family for many years. I'm pleased 
to see such a beautiful girl join it.” 

She murmured, wishing the old doctor had the power 
to rescue her, Then impatiently Edward was presenting a 
very tall, white-haired gentleman, and she knew he 
wanted to get on with the ceremony. 

“The Reverend Weed,” he said tersely. 

As the minister bowed and Brigid smiled, Edward 
looked about. “Let's get it done!” he ordered. 

Brigid cast a glance at those present. There were her 
aunt and uncle and Benjamin, all tense. There was Lord 
Anthony, smiling and at ease, as were the doctor and the 
minister, Mrs. Johnson remained, looking dignified, Ed- 
ward looked extremely taut. 

As in a dream, she saw the minister take his place be- 
fore the rose-banked fireplace, the flames casting a rosy, 
dancing light. She felt Edward grip her arm so hard that 
it hurt, and knew that the others had drawn in around 
them. There was no escape. 


Jay Tiffany sat back in the carriage that was taking him 
to the hotel. He was stunned by the beauty of that girl 
—Brigid. No wonder she was a bride so young; no man 
could let her youth stand in the way. 

He himself had never had time for women. His father 
had raised him, and they had spent years trapping along 
the treacherous Missouri River and its tributaries, taking 
their furs by bullboat to St. Louis to sell, then going 
tight back into the wilderness. 

They had spent time with different Indian tribes, 
trapped with them, hunted, and bought pelts from them. 
By the time he was sixteen, Jay could handle a bullboat, 
loaded with hundreds of pounds of pelts, on the most 
dangerous part of the Missouri. 

Then one day, his father, trapping alone, was navigat- 


Standing in front of old Weed, hearing him mouth his 
church nonsense, Edward brooded. There was no justice 


Edward Lawrence, and Anthony would have been the 
second son. 

But because he was clever, had planned cleverly and 
was implacable, he would succeed. He would, in time, be 
the most powerful man and the wealthiest. The whole 
Situation would soon be in balance. 

“The ring,” Weed said, interrupting his mental triumph. 


Holding her breath at the moment of no return, Brigid 
felt the heavy band slide onto her finger. “I pronounce 
you man and wife,” the minister said. 

It was over. It was done. She was caught. 

“Kiss the bride, Edward!” Lord Anthony laughed. 

Brigid stiffened, felt the touch of Edward's lips, barely 
@ touch, and was both repelled and relieved. Perhaps, oh 
dear God, all he wanted was the dowry—perhaps he 
wouldn't even kiss her again! 

She allowed herself to be kissed by everyone present. 
She caught Benjamin into her arms, kissed his cheek and 
he kissed hers, his lips trembling. 

The butler was pouring wine. 

“I claim the privilege,” Edward said, “of serving each 
glass! Because I'm the bridegroom!” One by one, he gave 
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cach of the guests a glass of wine. After serving the wine, 
he demanded that the doctor propose a toast. 

“To happiness,” said the old man, “to contentment.” 
What happiness? Brigid thought, what contentment? 


one of numbness. 

She felt an ache begin in her chest. She had had con- 
tenimcat with Papa and Benjamin. Could she, possibly, 
ever have it again? She forced a steady breath and glanced 
at Lord Anthony, hoping for a smile. But he was frown- 
ing, staring into his empty glass. 

Suddenly the guests were leaving. With Edward 
ping her arm tightly and Benjamin clutching her free 


“Take your drops tonight, Anthony,” the doctor Said, 

“T rarely need them, sir.” 

“Precaution. That's an order.” 

“T'll see to it, doctor,” Mrs. Johnson promised, 

“He's in safe hands,” the doctor smiled. “The way 
you've fluttered over him all his life has kept him with 
us, Mrs. Johnson,” 

When they were all gone, Smithson closed the door. 

“If you'll pardon me, Brigid—Edward,” Lord An- 
thony said, “I'll retire to my rooms.” 

Brigid nodded, thinking that he looked pale. Her heart 


sracnsense!” Edward snapped. “The boy is nine years 
old! Send him to his room!" 
Benjamin turned pale; his hand trembled in Brigid’s. 
Unexpectedly, Brigid's spirit flared, “I'm going with him 
this first time,” she said clearly. “I shan't keep you wait- 
ing, Edward.” Without another glance, she went up the 


eke dunes curte eet axons 
to turn the knob. Abruptly the door was yanked open, and 
she was face to face with her husband. She stifled a gasp. 

Edward had changed into a blue robe with black lapels. 


“I have one order to give you, one time,” he com- 
manded. “I require obedience, absolute and unfailing. If 
ever you defy and shame me again, you'll regret it. And 
so will your brother.” 

She fell back a step. It couldn't be. He would never 
carry out such a threat. He was of the nobility—noble- 
men treated their wives as ladies, not slaves. But looking 
into his face, she knew that Edward Lawrence was a man 
to write his own law. 

She would have to control her spirit to shield Benja- 
min. “I understand, Edward,” she said clearly. 

“Let us hope so. Now. How hungry are you?” 

“I—couldn’t eat, thank you.” 

“At least you do me that favor. I asked because I 
don’t want my bride’s mind on her stomach, but on me, 
It’s a cold supper. Disrobe. Fast. I've dismissed your 
maid for the night and into the morning.” 

She tried to swallow, but her heart seemed to have 
tien te bee etoel tie bat Sennen ete 
give her some idea of what happened between 
and groom. She had asked Aunt Fan who, shocked 
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at such unmaidenliness, had told her to hush, that such 
was the affair of the husband. 

“He'll show you,” her aunt had said. “All you need do 
is submit.” 


know, however, that earlier, downstairs, when she had 
thought that this man might do no more than kiss her, she 
had been mistaken. 

His look went over her. “We'll have a splendid time,” 
he said. 

Her knees felt weak, and for an instant she thought 
she might crumple to the floor. 

“You're trembling!” he accused. 

She could only try to swallow, to force that pounding 
out of her throat. 

“I told you to disrobe!” 

“P-please—it's so soon—” 

He stepped behind her and began unfastening the but- 
tons on her gown. 

“Don’t!” she cried. 

“And why not—wife? You can’t reach them. I can.” 

When she tried to pull away, he grabbed her shoul- 
ders, bruising them. She quieted, remembering Benjamin. 

“It so happens,” he continued, “that I don’t choose to 
wait to claim my rights.” 

“I don't know anything about—you'll be disappointed.” 

His laugh sounded. “You know all about it—it’s in- 
Stinctive on your part. I saw it immediately. The young 
girl manner and the maidenly carriage never deceived 
me for a moment. You're a born expert.” 

Tremulous, she let him pull the gown off her shoulders, 
Past her hips and down. He loosened the petticoats and 
let them drop. When he came to the chemise, he ripped 
it, top to bottom, and flung it away. 

He gave her a swift look. “No corset, by God!” he 
hissed. “Nol” he snapped, as she instinctively covered 
herself with her arms. “Step out of those rags!” 

Feeling like a slave on the block, she obeyed. 

He examined her with his eyes. They moved across her 
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under his hands, 

She sobbed as liquid fire replaced her blood, as he 
caressed each nipple with merciless, hurting teeth, draw- 
ing blood. Now—she screamed inwardly—I've got to 
Stop it now! ... 

He straightened, gripping a breast in each hand, and 
made a hissing sound. Wildly, she pulled back and slapped 
him across the mouth with all her force. He cursed. She 
sped to the dresser and fumbled for the key. 

He reached her and seizing both her arms, he 


i 


screamed, but he was there, slapping a hand over her 
mouth. She kicked futilely. 

He laughed. “So. You've got to be tamed! If that’s 
what you want—to fight and be punished—that's the 
way we'll do it!” 

He forced her onto the bed, and she tried to get up, 
but he pushed her back down, his eyes glinting. She tried 
to kick, and he slapped her across the mouth. Her ears 
exploded; lights sparkled behind her eyes, within the dark 
of her skull, and she lay sobbing and gasping. 

Now he was on her, the weight of his body holding 
her down. Still she struggled, and he crushed her screams 
with his mouth, kissing her with a vicious force that, 
though brutal, caused every cell of her body to spring to 
life. He rose to his knees, one leg on either side of her, 
his face above hers. She tried to throw him off, but it was 


“Nol” she wept. “Oh, please—no!” 

Her answer was another laugh. He gripped her hands 
$0 cruelly that she thought her bones id b 
she rolled her head back and forth, trying to free 
hands. A wild sea of terror rose and over her, 
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breath. Endured. 
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It was very late when they sat together, naked, at their 
wedding meal of cold chicken, salads, bread, cheeses, 
wine, and sweets, Edward ate hungrily, but Brigid could 
do no more than take a small bite now and then. 

She had not submitted. She had fought, would always 
fight. She met Edward’s steely black eyes and raised her 
chin. He truly was a devil; he enjoyed the fight. She 
hated him. He had taken her viciously, and he had tricked 
ber, whipping that fire into her blood so devastatingly 
that only tricking him with the American in her 
had enabled her to bear it. 


with her own problems squarely. 


too much or defy me, and I'll keep the boy locked up 
with gruel and water for a week.” 

I'll defy you in nothing, she thought, until the day 
comes when I can take Benjamin and get away from you 
forever. 

“I understand perfectly,” she said coolly. “There’s no 
need to make a song of it.” 

He laughed again, in the same cold way. “We're well 
matched, in bed and in tongue. If this continues, our 
marriage may eclipse all others.” , 

“Doesn't it occur to you,” she cried, the words coming 
in a rush before the thought could slip away, “that this 
marriage is a sham, with me a pawn between you and 
my uncle?” 

“It’s real, you blonde bitch! As real as your body un- 
der me, as—” 

A rapping sounded at the door. Edward snatched up 


his robe, putting it on as he went to answer, and Brigid, 
too, scrambled into a robe now that he couldn't forbid it. 

She moved to the door also, her heart racing, praying 
it wasn’t Benjamin, lonely and seeking her. Edward's 
punishment would be instant and relentless; he would de- 
light in it. 

“What is it, Smithson?” Edward snapped. 

She went weak with relief. 

“Master Edward—” 

“What's so damned important that you disregard my 
orders? It had better not be trivial—I shan't hesitate to 
tell Lord Anthony to dismiss you immediately!” 

“Master Edward,” came Smithson’s voice, almost 
breaking. “It’s about Lord Anthony that I’m here.” 

From where she stood, Brigid saw Edward’s eyes turn 
to slits. She remembered his tautness when they ate, his 
frown. She sensed now, uneasily, that he had been—that 
he was even now—waiting. 

“Speak! Say what it is and leave!” 

“It's Lord Anthony, sir. He—he’s dead, sir. Mrs. John- 
son found him, dead in his sleep, not fifteen minutes 


Brigid’s ears roared. She was swept with horror that as 
Edward had ravaged her and she had clung to the thought 
of the American, Lord Anthony Lawrence, Edward’s good 
and kind brother, had breathed his last. 


“The dosage. Was it larger than usual?” 


“It was the same as always, doctor. I counted the 
drops out into his water and stood until he drank it all. 
He made a face—said everything tasted bad.” She began 
to sob uncontrollably. 

The description of Lord Anthony taking his drops 
reminded Brigid of how he had frowned into his empty 
wineglass after the wedding toast. She glanced at Ed- 
ward, wondering if he had noticed, if he was having the 
same thought. 

His face was a mask of angles and edges. He was 
sheet white, scarcely breathing, his narrowed eyes on the 


doctor. Is this grief—shock—remorse? Brigid wondered. 
Or was it relief, even realization, that now he would in- 
herit title and estates? 


Recoiling from that possibility, she gazed at him, 
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Surely even he wouldn't feel triumph over his brother’s 
death. As much as she hated and feared him, she must be 
fair and not let her imagination run away with her. 


“I want a second opinion. Dr. Anders. He verified my 
diagnosis when your father died, you recall.” 

“Fully. You'll attend to this. Immediately?” 

“With your permission, indeed I will.” 


Back in their own room, Brigid tried to tell Edward 
how sorry she was about his brother’s death. His eyes 
glinted. 


“Quiet! No chatter—no interference. Get dressed!” 
He strode into his dressing room, leaving the door 
open. She noted the intensity of his very walk, and sus- 


Fear of what—of being caught? No, of course not. It 
was all in her own mind, put there by the torturing night. 
How could he have done anything to his brother when 
he had been busy making every moment of the night a 
living hell for her? 

Even so, as they dressed, Brigid in the bedchamber 
and Edward in the dressing room, she watched him se- 
cretly. He didn’t make a move she didn’t see. And when 
she spied him taking a small object from a drawer, she 
watched openly, for his back was to her. 

He moved to the washstand and dropped a tiny bottle 
into the slop jar. It was then she knew, and she cried out. 

“You killed him! You killed your brother!” 

He wheeled, his face contorted. Her blood thundered, 
and her knees stiffened. Now, this moment, he would kill 
her, too. 

“Who can prove it?” 

“I can!” 


“You saw nothing!” 


“Last night, you had your back to the room. You were 
alone with the wine, and you served us individually. I 
saw your brother frown into his glass after he drank. And 
now he’s dead! And you were anxious for the doctor to 
say it was his heart!” 

“Anthony was fated to die of his heart. Once Anders 
gives his opinion—" 

“You'll not get away with it!” 

“You're assuming a great deal. Accusing me. Lord 
Edward Lawrence.” 

“There are facts! There's the bottle you threw into 
the slops!” 

“If it had been an—instrument of death, it must be 
disposed of. And to dispose of it cleverly is by doing the 
obvious. One of the maids empties the slops; they're too 
feckless to examine the contents.” 

“The law will want an explanation of that bottle!” 

“And who will go to the law?” 

“IT will!” 

“What law will believe that a bridegroom would—harm 
—his loving brother on his own happy wedding night, 
my girl?” 

“You planned it so!” she cried, out of instinct. “That's 
the real reason you married me—for an alibi, so you 
could, by your own hand, inherit the title!” 

“You are perceptive. But even if it were true, even if 
you went to the authorities, there’d be an insurmount- 
able obstacle, you blonde bitch.” 

“What obstacle? Name one!” 

“A wife can't testify against her husband.” 

“She can raise doubts!” 

“And ruin her husband’s future—and her own?” 

“T'll take care of myself!” 

“How? On the streets? You're good at the trade, 
granted. But Benjamin? Well, he can go into one of the 
children’s gangs. They seem to survive, little wretches.” 

She glared at him, her throat dry. 

He smiled, with all evil, “Boldness is what it takes to 
Prosper. I'm the bold one. As for you, my bitch, you've 
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trapped yourself. If I'm accused, you'll be named acces- 
sory. You'd die if I die, Your brother would indeed be 


as well. And if you are thinking of going 
I have the power to ruin him. A mi 
law, which I can prove.” 

Brigid pressed her lips together to still 
bling. She knew he meant every word he spoke. 

“Well?” he demanded. “Are you going to 
husband?” 

She bowed her head. Arrogantly he took the gesture 
to be a promise, and she permitted this. She was in tur- 
moil. She would not live her life with a killer, she would 
not condone murder. But for now—until she could plan 


new position. Wait here until I come for you.” 

After he left, Brigid changed into the black dress, She 
was just sinking tiredly into a chair when Mrs. Johnson 
came in, a pale, frightened maid behind her. “Mistress,” 
the housekeeper said, her voice breaking, “with your 
permission, Blanche will tidy up. Master Edward ordered 


Geek ties sc caida ete cades tamrent aurea 
on the edge of a chair when Edward returned. 

“Get up!” he commanded. “Anders is in with the 
corpse, and Sir Eugene Thornton’s in the library, to 
read the will!” 

“The will? Before the funeral?” 

“Stop chattering! On your feet!” 

She sprang up. He offered his arm with a jerk. “Con- 
duct yourself as Lady Brigid Lawrence, damn you. And 
keep your mouth shut. I'll have no slip up at this point.” 

Stiffly they went along the corridors and down the 
stairs to the library. A tiny old man with white hair and 
side whiskers stood behind the desk in the center of the 
room, the book-lined walls seeming to hold him in re- 
spectful embrace. At first glance, he appeared to be frail, 
but the set of his mouth revealed him to be as forceful 
as Edward. 

Edward performed the introduction. Then he seated 
Brigid on the couch as tenderly as if she were indeed 
his adored bride, and settled beside her. 

Mrs. Johnson, handkerchief to her lips, came in. She 
perched on the edge of a chair. Smithson, who followed, 
also took a chair. Seven more servants, red-eyed, filed in 
and stood around the walls. Janie was not among them, 
nor was the girl who had tidied the bridal suite. 


“‘I, Anthony Merrill Lawrence, my title being Lord 
Lawrence, my main residence Lawrence Hall, London, 


“*To my butler-valet, John Smithson, who also served 
my father, I bequeath the sum of eight thousand pounds. 

“*To Orpha Fox, who served both my father and my- 
self as cook, I bequeath the sum of eight thousand 
pounds. 

“‘To Em Majors, Drucy Stevens, Vi Kraft, Cyrus 
Clinton, Dave Griggs, and James Baxter, who have given 
loyal service, I bequeath the amount of one thousand 
pounds each. 

“*To my brother, Edward Clarence Lawrence, I be- 
queath the grounds of One Sutton Garden, along with the 
residence presently being erected on them. I bequeath 
the sum of two thousand pounds with which to furnish 
this house, should my demise occur before his marriage. 

“‘The remainder and residue of my estate—my title, 
Lawrence Hall, all farms and livestock and monies and 
investments, I bequeath to my cousin, John Watson 
Blanchard, only son of Erin Blanchard, twin of my de- 
ceased father, Lord Alistair Lawrence. It is my direction 
that Blanchard be apprised of his heritage by post. 

“"This is for the purpose of providing my wealthy 
brother, Edward Clarence Lawrence, time to overcome 
his natural disappointment and to realize that our kins- 


THE WEDDING 33 


men, who now subsist on my cousin’s pittance as a teach- 
er, will be restored to the position and security to which 
they were born. 

“*As I shall not marry, I make no provision for any 
wife or child, 


Signed, 

Anthony Merrill Lawrence.’ ” 

There was silence in the room. Brigid ventured a glance 
around. The faces were pale, stunned, most of them tear- 
streaked. 

Edward looked to be carved of steel, every angle 
whittled to a thin edge and glittering. Her breath stopped 
for a moment. 

What would he do now? 





Chapter 4 


What Edward did was to instantly play the controlled, be- 
reaved brother and perfect host. His features were cool, 
motionless, assured. 

He left his seat and, hand out, went to Sir Eugene, 
who had also risen. “Thank you, Sir Eugene,” he said 
with as much assurance as if he had been named the 
new Lord Lawrence in the will, “You have rendered us 
a service, and—I speak for the household—we are grate- 
ful.” 

The tiny old attorney gave a bleak smile. “Edward,” 
he said, “I regret this hasn't been a comfortable occasion. 
For me to read you such information pains me. I tried 
to persuade your brother, presented arguments even, but 
he—” 


“He knew that I'm well situated,” Edward said almost 
disinterestedly. “I've had no deep interest in the title or 
the estates.” 

Only enough to kill for them, Brigid thought. How 
could he playact this well? How could he lie so con- 


vincingly? 

“I am, however, pleased that Anthony passed the title 
on to such a worthy kinsman,” Edward continued, his 
tone proper but like ice. 

Sir Eugene smiled again, plainly relieved that there 
were no hurt feelings, no resentments, only civilized, 
understanding acceptance, He bowed to Brigid, inclined 
his head to the servants, and made a quick departure, 
ushered to the door by Edward. 

By the time Edward returned, the servants had gone 
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got to her feet, holding herself stiffly. “I was 
for you, Edward. Waiting to find out what to do.” 
have gone directly to our rooms, It 
wouldn't have been noticed, with the servants dispersing, 
Now, with you a stranger in the house, it would look— 
me to permit you to wander about 


“I'm sorry to inconvenience you,” she said quietly, but 
Spirit. 


shed 
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She laid her fingers lightly on his arm, forcing herself 
not to shrink from touching him. In frigid silence they 
went up to their rooms, 

Once inside, he shut the door and began to pace. 
Gone was the coolheaded, bereaved brother. Here was 
the man deprived of his heritage, the man of icy rage, 

“Don't let me keep you,” Brigid said, wanting him 
away, out of her sight. 

She was terrified. She had married a murderer, and 
there was nothing she could do about it, 

“T'm perfecting my thoughts!" Edward snapped. “I'd 
thank you not to interfere, You do as you're ordered. 
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Stay in these rooms until I myself come for you. Talk to 
no one.” 

“Where are you going—what are you going to do?” 

“My brother is dead. I must see to his burial. The heir 
isn't here to perform his duty, so I must see that it is 
carried out decently.” 

“So you can hide what you did!” she cried 4 

“What we did, my bride. That's what the law would 
say. That is the one thing you must never forget. If I'm 
accused of anything, so will you be, as accessory. Need I 
repeat that each time I speak to you?” 

She stared at him. 

“One further order. If anyone knocks, don’t open the 
door. Your face reveals too much, even when natural 
shock is considered.” 

He left so swiftly that it seemed he flashed through the 
door. She wondered if he really did have the wild idea 
that he could get his brother buried immediately. 

She sat down but was too restless to be still. Over and 
over she paced from one end of the sitting room to the 
far end of the bedchamber and back again. Her thoughts 
Were on a treadmill. Even if she ran away with Benjamin, 
if the law suspected Edward of killing his brother, they 
would be in pursuit of her, too. 

She paced on, longing for Benjamin, for the days 
when they had lived with their father, even with Aunt 
Fan and Uncle William. Compared to this, life with them 
had been idyllic. 

There was a knock on the sitting room door. “Yes?” 
she called. “What is it, please?” 

“Smithson, madam. Mrs. Johnson wishes to know if a 
tray will be sufficient for lunch. So she can plan the 
morning and tell Cook how to proceed.” 

“That will be fine, Smithson,” she replied. She didn't 
care whether she ever ate again. Besides, she and Ed- 
ward had eaten their wedding supper in the wee morning 
hours. 

“Then, when it's time, she'll send lunch up for both 
you and the master,” the butler replied, 


pected some kind of response. 
“How in the name of Satan do I know? Must you al- 
ways be a fool?” 


She realized he was really afraid of what the doctors 
might have found. If he believed there was no danger to 
himself, even if they suspected something was wrong but 
couldn't prove it, he would be highhanded and arrogant. 
There wouldn’t be this vicious air, as though he would 
like nothing better than to wreak some cold, calculated 
violence on her. 

“I didn’t mean to anger you, Edward,” she told him 
spiritedly. “I knew you expected a response, so I made 
it!” 

He turned on her, his fists rigid at his sides, “So,” he 
said. “You've got hold of yourself, You're too pale for 
my liking, yet, considering the situation, that is good. 
Yes.” He offered his arm. “We'll not keep those old fools 
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“As I told you earlier, Edward,” Dr. Cline began, “I 
wanted a second opinion, as at your father’s death, 
before giving cause of death in this instance, so I called 
in Dr. Anders.” 

“Yes, yes! And—?” 

“We've made a thorough examination. There is but one 
possible conclusion.” 

“Get on with it! What's the conclusion?” 

“Anthony's heart medication. I warned him it was 
poison. I warned you, Edward, and you, Mrs. Johnson. 
And you, Smithson. I believe everyone in the household 
knew.” 

“Well?” 

“Your brother died of an overdose of his own medi- 
cine,” Dr. Cline said. “Tests will confirm that, I assure 


“I concur in this opinion,” Dr. Anders said. 

Edward's glance slashed at the housekeeper. “You gave 
my brother his medication last night!” 

“That's right, Master Edward.” 

“Then there's no mystery, no crime. It was accidental, 
gentlemen. Mrs. Johnson has been devoted to my brother 
since he was a baby. I heard you insist myself, last night, 
Dr. Cline, that Anthony take his drops. And you, Mrs, 
Johnson, said you'd see to it.” 

“Master Edward, I—”" 

Edward cut in. “I’m suggesting nothing untoward. It 
was an accident. In your zealousness you gave my brother 
too much of the poison, and he—unfortunately—”" He 
spread his hands, then turned to the physicians, who 
were gazing at him in open surprise. “I want no charge 
brought against this woman, do you understand?” he said 
sharply. “She's not to be blamed for love and devotion 
and attention.” 

The doctors stared, dazed, and Mrs. Johnson shot a 
glance at Edward. 

“It must be reported as accidental. Mrs. Johnson is to 
be held blame—” 


Lord Anthony no overdose. There was no accident. I 
counted out the drops exactly. But I did find this, 
men,” she said the 


“In the slops in Master Edward's room this morning. 
When I went up with one of the maids to see that she 
cleaned proper.” 

“That's ridiculous!" Edward exclaimed. “That's insinu- 
ating that I—!” He broke off. “Anybody could throw 
that bottle into our slops, anybody at all, including you, 
Mrs. Johnson—f it was actually found there, if this isn't 
a lie to protect you in your own guilt—so you could in- 
herit what my brother left you!” 

“Smithson,” Dr. Ciine asked, “did you, by chance, 
when you poured the wine, put in drops at Lord An- 
thony’s request?” 

“No, sir! Lord Anthony never, once, let me measure 
his drops. If Mrs. Johnson didn't do it, he attended to 
the matter himself!” 

“I suggest,” Dr. Anders put in, “that when the law 
officers come to inquire, the maid be brought in to wit- 
ness to the finding of the bottle. If she did so witness.” 

“She did not,” Mrs. Johnson said. “She knows nothing 
of it. Only Smithson and myself know.” 

“Then,” Dr. Cline instructed, “it will be best if the two 
of you keep this matter quiet.” 

Both servants nodded. 
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to Brigid. “Come, my lovely. You've been 
quite enough of this sordid proceeding.” 


“I do think so. I saw you put the medicine bottle into the 
jar of slops. I watched you do it, Edward. And you said 
no one would find it, but they did.” 

“They snooped! And when the officers come—!" 

“Yes, Edward. What are you going to do then?” 

“T'm Edward Lawrence, second son of a noble house. 
My word has never been doubted. If I choose, I can see 
it through, tell my story as a gentleman, let it be mea- 
sured against that of a servant. And you can give the 
same testimony I give.” 

She felt her face blanch; she felt a tremor within her 
bones. He would see an innocent woman go to the gal- 
lows for a crime that he had committed! She couldn't be a 
party to his lies, regardless of the fact that she would be 
considered his accessory. 

“No, you weak-kneed little fool,” he snarled, “I can't 
depend on that, can I? You haven't got what it takes to 
lie and make the lie become truth! All I can expect is 
that you keep your damned, useless mouth shut!” 

“And if they won't let me—not speak?” 

45 
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“You'll tell them that you spent the night with your 
bridegroom. Let’s hope you can do that much!” 

“It’s the truth, but—” 

“But you don't want to be party to saving a killer from 
the noose! What if I tell you that the dose I gave him 
last night was something else—for his nerves—that it 
wasn't poison at all? Would you believe that?" 

“I saw you put the bottle into the slops. And the doc- 
tors said it held the same medication, the same poison.” 

“Very well. You lose sight—or your untrained mind 
mever held the concept—of the fact that Anthony had a 
short life expectancy. He had no plans for a future, for 
marriage and children, his will revealed this. For him to 
go as he did, in his sleep, was a kindness, however 
came about. Do you think I'd end his life deliberately 
with a kinsman inheriting the title and estates?” 

“But you didn't know about the kinsman, did you?” 
she quavered. 

“No, damn you, I had no idea he'd name the kinsman!” 
snarled Edward. “But it's done. The officers will come, 
that cursed housekeeper will tell her story in such big- 
eyed innocence, with such sincerity, that the officers 
will wonder.” 

“But you said—you, from a titled family—” She was 
bewildered and frightened. The more he talked, the more 
he contradicted himself. 

“Precisely. My gentleman's word will carry weight. No- 
bility is believed before the servant class. But the evi- 
dence of that bottle—I don’t know that I care to endure 
the questioning or even be present when it takes place.” 

“How can you avoid it?” she asked, her bewilderment 
growing. He spoke as though he could manipulate events 
to please himself. There was no way that she could think 
of that he could avoid the coming session with the law, 
no way he could maneuver himself out of pitting his 
gentleman's word against that of the housekeeper. 

Now he himself was deathly white. She wondered if 
his pallor weren't deeper than her own, He's scared, she 
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thought, he’s frantic! He killed Anthony, and he’s afraid 
the crime will be put on him and he’ll hang! 


“You remember Jay Tiffany, who was here yesterday?” 

She nodded, Her heart trembled. She longed for Jay 
to be here now, with his strength, his calmness, that 
deep, wonderful attraction he held for her. 

“T've business with Tiffany, something to fall back on, 
and I am going to do it quickly. It's outside the country. 
I'm going now to make arrangements. We sail from Liver- 
pool. Again, keep your mouth shut.” 

“Why Liverpool?” she asked. “It's so far. Why not 
sail from London?” 

“Tiffany has gold in Liverpool. A box full of it.” 

But it went deeper than that, she sensed. The law 
would look first for a murderer in London, not in Liver- 
pool. 

“Have your maid pack for yourself and your brother, 
Demand secrecy of her.” 

“No!” she cried. “We should stay until your brother's 
death is cleared up! If you leave, you admit guilt!” 

“What does that matter? I'll be gone. I'll be safe.” 

She balked. “T'll not go! I'll not be a fugitive!” 

“Til leave no witness behind,” he told her bluntly. “If 
you don't obey, I've got three private, able associates. 
They'll take you by force.” 

“You wouldn’t force Benjamin—not a child!” 

“I have no compunction, But given my preference, I 
wouldn't bother with him. You're the one who goes, be- 
cause Tiffany knows I'm newly married. Benjamin can be 
left here, stranded, for all I care.” 

“You'd do that to a nine-year-old boy?” 
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“Try me. My plans are set. With or without your 
brother. The choice is yours.” 

“You know I have no choice, you devil!” 

“Call me what you like. I'm your master, The boy is, 
to a point, your concern. Personally, I'd rather not be 
encumbered with him, but I did engage to see that he is 
raised to manhood, and I don’t choose to live with a 
wife who is drooping and moaning over a brother she 
had to leave behind!” 

She had to obey him; he was a man demented, She 
knew he would do exactly what he threatened. “All 
right,” she said, “Benjamin stays with me. Where are we 
going? After 

“That you'll find out when you get there.” 

“I need to know what to pack.” 

“Pack everything!” 

Instinctively she knew that he would kill even her if 
he could get away with it, if Jay Tiffany didn’t know of 
her existence, He’d kill Benjamin, set himself free of 


“T'd like to say goodbye to my aunt and uncle,” she 
ventured. 


“Absolutely not. Go to the bellpull,” he ordered. 

She got to her feet and slowly crossed the room. 

“Pull it, you little fool! Get that nondescript maid of 
yours in here and set her to packing!” 

“What should I tell her? What reason should I give?” 

“No reason to a servant, none at all. Her function is to 
carry out orders.” 

She gave the bell pull a tug. They waited, looking at 
each other in silence, 

“Before I leave these rooms,” he said, “I want to know 
that you understand precisely how things are. First, my 
brother is, regrettably, dead. He died by accident, How- 
ever, the doctors, old fools influenced by a servant, are 
reporting the death to the law. Officers will come to ques- 
tion everyone. I shan’t subjeet myself to that. 

“Since I didn't inherit and do have a lucrative venture 
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Brigid's heart leapt. At last Benjamin was back in the 
great house! Now she could watch her chance, 
while Edward was away making his : 
she was supposedly packing, she could get Benjamin 

run, 

“Where's the boy now?” Edward asked. 

“Locked in his room.” 

“Where's the key?” 

“In my pocket.” 

Brigid’s wild hope flattened. She couldn’t get to Benja- 
min, they couldn't escape. 


ak 


Chapter 6 


“We're making those arrangements we've all discussed, 
Cat,” Edward was saying to his valet. “They're being im- 
plemented now, with all speed.” 


Cat nodded. Silently he turned and was gone. 

Janie’s timid scratch came at the door, and Edward 
opened. “What took you so long?” he demanded. “When 
your mistress rings, you jump!” 

Janie's freckles stood out on her little face. “I—I'm sor- 
ry, sir. I'd been told to stay away from these rooms, so 
after I brought Master Benjamin back, I was—well, chop- 
ping wood in my free time, sir.” 

“Chopping wood?” Edward repeated as though he 
couldn't believe his ears. “What kind of establishment do 
you think this is? And with a death in the house!” 

“Y-yes, sir, I'm truly sorry, sir. I was trying not to grieve 
over the master, so young—” 

“Stop maundering! Your mistress has instructions for 
you.” He turned to Brigid and now, when he spoke, 
smoothed the edge from his voice until it was almost kind. 
“Tell the girl what you need done, dear. Tell her now, so 
that we both know she understands.” 

“You're to pack my clothes, Janie,” Brigid said. 

“Your clothes, Miss Brigid? What should I pack?" 

“Everything, Janie, every scrap. And then you're to 
pack Master Benjamin's clothes, all of them—” She turned 
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to Edward. The key. Janie would need the key, and then 
Brigid could get to him! 

“Cat will pack for the boy and myself,” Edward said. 
“All you have to deal with, girl, is the mistress's belong- 
ings.” 

Janie stared, her brown eyes full of questions. 

“Well,” he snapped, “what is it?” 

“It’s just that—when do I have to be done, sir?” 

“Immediately. We're leaving now.” 

Janie’s hand flew to her mouth. Her eyes went enor- 
mous, 

“B-before the funeral, sir?” she cried. 

Edward's mouth thinned. Tiny blades of steel flashed in 
his slitted eyes. 

“You're an insolent, worthless baggage!” he snarled. “No 
servant questions the actions of the mistress or the master! 
Get into that bedchamber. Pack!” 

“Y-yes, sir!” Janie gasped, and fled. 

Edward wheeled on Brigid, “When she finishes with your 
packing,” he rapped, “make her pack her own things.” 

“You're taking her, too?” 

“Indeed I am!” 

“But why? What has she done?” 

“Are you really so dull, Brigid? She had the temerity to 
ask why we're leaving before the funeral! She'll talk. God 
knows what she’s overheard, what she knows. I've got to 
keep her under my control, as I'm doing with you and the 
boy. 

“While she’s packing, make it clear to her she’s to keep 
her mouth shut, not to go belowstairs—Cat will pack her 
effects too—that I'll be very stern with her if she speaks 
One more word out of the way.” He glared at her. “Can I 
depend on you for that much? Or do you prefer that I 
deal less than gently with the boy on the trip and after- 
ward?” 

There it was, the threat again. He had Benjamin locked 
up; he had her trapped because she wouldn't leave Ben- 
jamin. Now poor Janie had to be drawn into his under- 


you from the start, and now she’s frightened.” 

“I don't care how you do it. Just see that she holds her 
tongue. Be ready when I come for you, and know that I 
expect you to come quietly.” 

He was gone. She leaned against the wall, trembling. 


[ 
th 
iit 
i 
a 
bee 
if ' 
if 


endure living in the aura of grief. 

Yes, she thought, Edward might very well 
that explanation. The servants might wonder 
they weren't likely to think that he was taki 
Benjamin and Janie on a flight from the 
until they had gone and were out of reach. 

She went into the bedchamber, forcing herself to walk 
steadily. Janie was crying, tears making paths between her 
freckles, her mouth quivering. 

“Oh, Miss Brigid!” she wailed. “Are you angry with 
me?” 

“Of course not, Janie. Darling Janie.” 

“Y-you called me darling!” 

“That's the way I want to think of you. We're the same 
age. We should be more than mistress and maid, we should 
be dearest friends. We'll be together so much. I shouldn't 
dream of anything but dear friends.” 

“The master—why was he so angry with me?” 

“It’s what you said about our leaving before the fu- 
neral, Janie.” 

“I didn’t mean nothing by it, Miss Brigid! It was just 
that—” 
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“I know. It is out of the ordinary. But then a business 
venture the master must attend to is at the bottom of it, 
you see. He has to leave now, whether he wants to or not.” 

Though she hadn't uttered a lie, Brigid crossed her fin- 
gers behind her back because the truth actually conveyed 
a lie. 

“It seems a shame that Lord Anthony had to die of his 
heart.” 

“Do they talk of his heart belowstairs?” Brigid asked 


carefully. 

“They talk of nothing else! They think maybe he didn't 
take his drops, and the excitement of the wedding—”" 

Brigid caught her breath. Then the overdose was still a 
secret known only by the housekeeper and the butler. And 
they wouldn't divulge it because there was at least a chance 
Mrs. Johnson may have given an overdose to Lord An- 
thony. The housekeeper would indeed keep this to herself, 
with the law entering the affair, and Smithson, to whom 
she was engaged, would also remain silent. It would take 
the law itself to alert the other servants. 

“Tt is a very sad thing,” Brigid said. 

Her heart felt like a lump. Lord Anthony had died need- 
lessly. And she herself really was an accessory, knowing 
what she did, saying nothing. Oh, blast that law that a wife 
couldn't testify against her husband! Blast the custom that 
forced a girl to marry when and whom she didn’t want to 
marry! She felt tears but blinked them away. She dared 
not break down before Janie, lest she end up blurting out 
the truth. 

“Are you going to be away for a long time, Miss 
Brigid?” Janie asked, carefully folding a shift and laying 
it in a large valise. 

“We're packing for a long trip, for a long time, Janie.” 
We're moving, because of the master’s new and pressing 
business.” 

“Would I be out of place to ask what the business is, 
Miss Brigid?” 

“Not at all, when we're alone. But truthfully, Janie, I 
don't know what it is. Some men never tell their wives 
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anything about their business, and apparently my husband 
is one of them.” 

“But he did tell you it's out of the country?” 

“Yes, he told me that. But what country it's in, I have 
no idea,” 

“I think that's—odd—Miss Brigid, if you'll forgive me 
for speaking up! Not to know a man’s business, yes, that 
happens, but to move far away and not know where you're 
going—" 

“It's very important business, that I do know. And 
secret, as business must sometimes be. Which may explain 
why he hasn't told me where it is, Janie.” 

“We-ll ” 

“Janie.” 

“Yes, Miss Brigid?” 

“He doesn't want you to go belowstairs for anything. 
And you're not to talk to any of the servants. Cat will pack 
your clothes.” 

“Why are my clothes to be packed?” 

“We're taking you with us.” 

Again Janie’s hand flew to her mouth, and her eyes grew 
big. “But I don’t want to go!” she cried. “Not knowing 
where—I'm not married to the master so I don't have to 
do what he says!” 

“Please, Janie,” Brigid found herself suddenly pleading. 
“I want you, I need you! Please come with me, unless you 
have family you can’t leave.” 

“T've got no family!” Janie cried, and tears sprang 
down her cheeks. “Long ago, it was bad enough, but now 
— My pa, he had a little farm, and there was just me, the 
one child, but he never liked me. He’d beat me to teach 
me to plow and slop hogs and milk cows! My ma, she'd 
“died before I could remember, and I guess he was awful 
mad he had to raise me!” 

“Oh, surely not, Janie!” 

“Truly, Miss Brigid. Then he m-married a farm widow 
with land and seven children, all of them boys and older'n 
me, all knowing farming! He made me work harder than 
ever and beat me more. E 


“Tt was my stepma kicked me out. She told Pa to put me 
as a kitchen maid in some London home, and tell me never 
to show my face to her again. If he didn't do it, she’d 
leave him, she said, and he wouldn’t have the help her boys 
gave! And he did it! I'm on my own, worked up to lady's 
maid, with no one but you to turn to this minute!” 

Janie was sobbing heartbrokenly. Brigid's arms went 
around her, and they clung together. 

“I c-can’t say no to you, Miss Brigid,” the little maid 
wailed, “not the way things are and you saying please. I'll 
go. I'll go wherever you go, and I'll help take care of your 
little brother! I don't like that Cat fellow in charge of him, 
not at all!” 

She dried her tears, and swiftly, both of them began to 
pack. 
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“Yes, I sent a messenger. He knows we're joining him 
with carriages and luggage and my four boxes of gold. 
He'll be pleased, because he wants a sizable party for 
this venture.” 

Suddenly, Jay was in front of them. Brigid's heart 
pounded wildly. His eyes were even more violet than 
she had remembered. She looked up at him, pressing her 
lips together to keep them from quivering. He also looked 


taller than she had remembered, shoulders wider, 
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ticed, his lips firmer and more perfectly shaped. 
Jay tried to speak but couldn’t. He managed a nod, and 
his eyes went helplessly to Brigid Lawrence. He must have 


pallor into her beautiful face. 

“T've been waiting for you,” he said. 

And Brigid, though she knew better, felt as if the words 
were for her alone. His violet eyes looked deeply into 
ber own before they moved to Edward. 

The men shook hands briefly. “Cat told me of your be- 
Teavement,” Jay said. “I feel that I’m depriving you of the 
—er—proprieties in my need to sail.” 

“Forget it,” Edward said, his expression both assuring 
and adequately reluctant. “I know you have to make the 
boat in Liverpool, that you can't wait, and that if I join 
this venture it must be today.” 

“Perhaps,” Jay said, “you could come by the next 
boat—” 

“And only God knows when that will be. No. The Law- 
rences are men who act quickly, grasp opportunity when 
it’s there. And with conditions being as they are in the 
territory to which we're bound, it’s a sacrifice I must 
make. My wife understands. My brother would under- 
stand; he'd be the first to insist that I go.” 

“The carriages are outside?” Jay asked, 
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59 
men stow the box of gold in the carriage, paid them, and 
then turned to Edward. “You want me to share the 
driver’s seat on this one?” he asked. 

“That was my plan.” As Jay turned to climb up, Edward 
said, “Just a minute.” Jay stopped, facing back. “Since you 


“I follow you. You're probably right. I've got aspira- 
tions myself. You know that.” 


“Splendid. So, since I'm going into a new life in a new 


by trust and excitement. Everything in her 
out the truth to him, to beg for protection, freedom, to 
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“Good,” Jay agreed. “I do want to meet your 
first, know the company I'm traveling in. No telling 
we'll need each other, when our lives will hang on it.” 

They proceeded along the carriages. Each was 
by four horses, and each had muskets on the 
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“This is Guy Bellow,” Edward said, including both Jay 
and Brigid in the introduction. “He's a good man in a 
fight and has the kind of ambition we need our men to 
have. Bellow, my partner Jay Tiffany, and Mrs. Edgerton.” 

“Pleased,” said the man in a voice that sent a shiver 
down Brigid’s spine. 

“Up on the seat with you!” Edward snapped. 


Edward introduced him to Jay and Brigid. “Link Drury. 
He’s better with the musket than anybody but myself. 
And he’s the strongest hand-to-hand fighter anywhere.” 

Link jumped back onto his box, and Jay, at Edward's 
nod, took the space beside him. Link held the reins and 
Jay fixed the muskets in place. 

At last Edward helped Brigid, who was half frozen, into 
the lead carriage and joined Cat on the box. Benjamin 
and Janie, one on each side of her, snuggled close, 
she put her arms around them and gave each a hug. 
feet were cramped between the big boxes of gold 
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Through the carriage window, she saw people scurry- 
ing along through the snow, which was again falling. 
Then she heard Cat shout, “Get up!” to the horses, and 
their carriage began to move. She looked out the back 
window, saw Bellow slap the reins and the horses settle 
into the pull, and knew that behind them the last car- 
riage, with Link and Jay on the box, was doing the same. 

They were on their way, into God knew what. Her 
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away, and we have to go to Liverpool in these carriages.” 

“And then we go on the ship?” 

“That's right, darling.” 

“What's a business venture, Brigid?” 

“It's rather like a job, Benjamin. Only Edward and 
Mr. Tiffany will be the owners. They'll be at the head 
of it and say how things are to be done. And other men, 
who work with them, will carry out their orders.” 

“Like a draper’s shop?” 

“In @ way, but not exactly. You'll see when we get 
there, darling. You'll know all about it.” 

She wondered, even as she explained to the child, if 
she herself would ever find out the nature of Edward’s 
secret, mysterious venture. 

Janie had fallen silent while she and Benjamin spoke, 
and now the boy turned his face and looked out the win- 


dow. 
Brigid fell to watching the buildings they passed, other 
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said. “They want to know everything. You're certain the 
beast can travel, Tiffany? You're the expert on these mat- 
ters.” 


“I believe so, Edgerton,” Jay said, not too cordially. 
“If you'd agree to change horses at way stations—” 

“No time.” 

“Very well. The carriages are yours, too. However” 

“I hired them. I don't own them.” 

“Yes. Still, you did hire them.” 

“I expect you to defray your half of the cost.” 

“Naturally.” Jay spoke a bit sternly now and pressed 


“Time is of the essence, We have a boat to make.” 

“And time enough without driving so fast we endanger 
our own transportation.” 

“This, undoubtedly, you learned in the wilds of Ameri- 
ca?” 

“You might say that. I've handled horses all my life.” 

“I bow to you. I have ridden to the hounds, only. 
We'll cut our pace, but no more than necessary, I wish 
to be reasonable, but—” 
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shoulders, she rested her head against the back of the seat 
and closed her eyes. The jiggling and the humming rain 
blended and lulled her, and she felt herself drifting into 

Sometime, she never knew how much later, the 
pounding rain grew louder, coming from behind, not from 
overhead. She struggled awake, groggy, trying to under- 
stand how rain could be louder from behind. 

It was then that the pounding became the sound of 
galloping horses, and a great voice roared, “Stop them 
carriages!” 

Brigid's carriage lunged forward in a violent burst of 
speed, throwing all of them forward onto the boxes of 
gold. Benjamin cried out, then was silent. 

Janie screamed, helped Brigid get Benjamin onto the 
seat, then clutched Brigid’s arm with both hands. “High- 
waymen!” she screamed, “It’s highwaymen after us— 
we're dead already! Them beasts—and we've got all this 
gold!” 


hurt, was jostled and bruised. 
Cat was whipping the horses, was shouting madly, 
beyond their endurance. From behind she 
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“Stop—shoot—!” 

But the carriage only went faster, rocking from side to 
side, flying upward, coming down with a thud, rocking 
again, speeding on. A shot sounded from behind; shots were 
returned from Brigid’s carriage and from both the others. 


“I don't know,” Brigid said. “I suppose the settlers 
didn’t, but we'll do what we're told.” 

Suddenly Edward yanked open the carriage door. “Lie 
flat!” he ordered and shut the door. 

“Stretch out on the boxes, Janie,” Brigid directed. 

“You lie on the seat!” cried Benjamin. 

“No, darling, you flatten on the seat,” Brigid said. “T’ve 
& place here.” She wormed into the space between seat 
and boxes, half on the gouging edge of the boxes, half 
on the leather of the seat. 

The men were inside the circle. Brigid located them by 


Now a musket ball struck the carriage, splintering wood. 
Janie screamed, and Benjamin moaned. Brigid caught her 
breath. 

“Were you hit, either of you?” 

“No,” they said together. 

“Keep down. Press flat.” 

“We need to get out of here,” Benjamin said, “like the 
settlers. Get in the circle.” 

“Yes,” Janie wept. “We're just trapped. All they got 
to do is shoot and they'll get us! You know they will!” 

Another ball crashed the other side of the carriage. Janie 
screamed again, and Benjamin began to open the door 
onto the circle. 

“We are getting out of here!” Brigid cried. “It is a 
trap!” 

She helped Benjamin get the door open. She dropped 
to the ground inside the circle, the rain enveloping her 
and drenching her cloak and bonnet instantly. She turned, 
held up her arms for Benjamin, lifted him down, then 
gave Janie a quick hand, By this time she was wet to the 
skin. 

The circle was filled with their men, kneeling, working 
their muskets. She could barely sce them in the dark but 
knew that all five were there. 

Janie and Benjamin crouched against the carriage, and 
Brigid drew them down to their knees in the mud. 

“It's so cold and wet!” Benjamin whispered. 

“I know, but we daren't stand up,” she whispered. 

Unexpectedly someone stumbled over them. It was Ed- 
ward. “What the hell?” he shouted. “I told you to stay 
in the carriage!” 

Another figure crawled over. “It’s best they be here,” 
said Jay. “Don't kneel, though, or even sit. Lay flat— 
you'll be no target at all then.” 
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“Can I help?” Brigid asked. “I'm strong—" 

“For God's sake!” Edward exploded. “Do as you're 
told. That's all the help you can be!” 

“He's right,” said Jay. “Lay flat, like I said. Keep the 


as good with the musket as come.” 
“If they don't shoot the horses!” exclaimed Brigid. 
“They won't kill the horses,” Jay said. “They're after 


tween them, lying with one cheek in the sludge, face 
ward her brother. 

This was a nightmare worse than last night with 
bridegroom. She had endured that, but now their lives 


howl came from an attacker, fol- 
lowed by the thud of a body landing on the ground. The 
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attack strengthened; there was another howl, another thud 
out there. 

Brigid winced, wondering if the fallen men were dead 
or wounded, if these were officers or highwaymen. The 
rattle of muskets coursed through her body and quivered 
in the tips of her fingers. 

Then a shout rose from inside the carriage circle. 
“Got me!” screamed a voice, which she recognized as 
that of Bellow, 

“Where did they get you?” shouted Edward. “Is it vi- 
tal?” 

“Arm—but I can still shoot the sods!” 

The muskets rattled on; two nearly simultaneous 
screams came from the attackers, two bodies fell into the 
mud, 

Brigid felt one musket shot plow mud alongside her 
cheek, and she went rigid, terrified, unable to breathe. 
Suddenly Edward was there. “Back into the carriage!” he 
yelled, yanking Brigid to her feet. “All of you—into the 
carriage and go flat! And don’t get out again!” 

With difficulty, Brigid half lifted Benjamin up into the 
vehicle, put her hands under Janie’s arms and pushed until 
she was inside, and then climbed in with them. They 
closed the door and lay as they had done earlier, quaking 
at every shot. 

Then, from the outside of the circle, someone yanked 
open the door of the carriage, reached in, and touched 
each of them. “This’s it, Dan,” rumbled a voice. “This's 
the wenches and a lad.” 

“Bring the wenches,” ordered a harsh voice. “We don't 
want no boy for hostage. Hurry it up, now 


“Take a few more shots, Tiger,” the hoarse voice 
yelled to a third man. “I clouted the kid one on the head. 
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and 
Brigid wondered miserably how much farther they had to 
go. As they continued their torturous ride, she wondered, 
panic stabbing through numbness, if Edward—if Jay Tif- 


A foot prodded Brigid in the ribs. “Get up!” 
manded the harsh voice. 

Pressing her hands against the ground, she pushed her- 
self into a sitting position. Her bonnet was hanging down 
her back, held by wet, twisted ribbons, her hair had 
fallen down and was streaming onto her water-logged 
clothes, 

One of the men lit another lantern and set it on a ledge. 
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“Well,” demanded the harsh voice, “ain't this better’n 
out in the rain?” 


it was either nod or get another clout. She glanced 
around, The cave was wide and rather deep; the two lan- 
terns were set on natural rock shelves at the side. There 


muddy, even in oilskins, as she and Janie. “Nobody finds 
us here,” he went on. “We do what we want.” 

The other man, the one close to Janie, was uglier and 
rougher looking than the first one, whom she had heard 
called Dan. 


She not tell him that, if it were left to Edward 
and his three men, they would dump Benjamin and be 
on their way with the gol to 


“I'm a fast loader,” Tiger said, his voice keen. “I got 
shots off so thick they couldn't tell I wasn't three men!” 

“What about our plans?” Dan asked. 

“What're ye gettin’ at?” rasped Tiger. 
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“We'll tell ‘em where the cave is, Then, while they're 
comin’ to it, we'll drive off with the gold. Only—” 

“Only what?” 

“While you go fer the carriages, I'll wait fer a rea- 
sonable time. Then I'll leave the redhead.” He poked 
i toe 
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“They're either gone,” Jay whispered, “or tricking us. 
There was just one musket being fired, and now that has 


“We've got to know,” Edward whispered sharply. “We 
can't just—” 

“We won't,” Jay promised. 

“What do we do? You tell us, you're the wilderness 
man, the one with Indian experience.” 

“We wait for a bit, keep loaded, stay alert. If there’s 
nothing from them, Ill reconnoiter, find out if they've 
only withdrawn or if they’ve gone.” 

“If they're highwaymen, they won't leave the gold!” 
snapped. 

“It’s possible they're badly wounded, beaten.” 

Edward grunted, but Jay sensed that he was ready 
with his weapon, and the others were also. Motioning to 

to his belly and crawled under a car- 


musket held above the mud, until he could poke 
through and see the surrounding area. Nothing. 
rain. In the same manner, he 
the other carriages, looking 
in every direction, but saw nothing. 

Back in the circle, he fired his musket into the air. It 
cracked out, the report sudden and sharp in the now peace- 
ful night. 


“What in God’s name are you doing?” demanded Ed- 
ward in a loud whisper, 

“If they're around, they'll shoot back. All of you— 
fire, then reload.” 

They did as he said. The shots clattered into the raining 
silence. They waited. Still nothing. 

“Tll take a look,” Jay said. “If I don't find them, it 
should be safe for us to drive on, after we make sure the 
horses are all right.” He went to his carriage, took out a 
small lantern, and lit it. 

“You're mad!” Edward exploded. “Making a light for 
them to shoot at!” ? 
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look the horses over,” Jay said. “You'll want to tell Mrs. 
Edgerton that the danger seems to be ended, too.” 

“You tell her! I'm going to the horses!” 

Jay started to object, then shrugged. It would take 
but a moment to assure Brigid and her small brother and 
the maid that they were, apparently, safe. He went 
through churned mud and snow, opened the carriage 
door, and spoke. 

“Mrs. Edgerton,” he said, “it's me—Jay. Your husband 
said to tell you—” 

He stopped. The feeble rays of the lantern swung 
across one person only, a small boy with a great lump ris- 
ing on his forehead. Neither Brigid nor the maid was in 
the carriage. 


“Where's your sister?” he cried, 
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“S-she’s gone,” Benjamin faltered, his face white, but 
he wasn't crying. “Some men took her and Janie, and one 
of them hit me. Do you know where Brigid is, sir? I 
need her, I really do!” 
For a moment Jay felt shock, but the shock was re- 


of yourself! We'll track down those devils and get the 
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would have a trail to follow. Whereas, if Tiffany rescued 
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the women, there would be no danger to Edward Edger+ 
ton. 

Consequently, he apologized. “I'm half out of my mind,” 
he said, “If anything happens to Brigid—” He stopped, 
then resumed. “You take the lead, Tiffany. The horses 
are all in good shape, so what we have to do is get the 
women, and we can go. How fast can we do it? I don't 
want my bride in the company of—” 

“Understood. Bellow, can you stay on your feet?” 

“I can manage.” 

“You and Cat guard the carriages, feed the horses, and 
get them water if you can. Look after the boy. Those devils 
mean to hold the women hostage.” 

“For what purpose?” asked Edward. “The gold?” 


He bit the inside of his cheek. Too much rested on 
this American; he couldn't afford to ruffle him. But ap- 
parently he hadn't, 

“We'll get the women, and we'll keep the gold,” Jay 
said. “Bring that other lantern, Edgerton. Ready, Link?” 

“Ready, sir.” 

Jay strode to the trail he had found only moments be- 
fore, and the other two followed. At first the trail was 
distinct, but with every step, the snow grew thicker and 
heavier, hiding the tracks until, at the end, as they went 
up an incline, Jay had to stop at times and move his lan- 
tern carefully to make sure they hadn't missed the trail. 

“Where,” panted Edward, trotting to keep even with 
Jay, “do you think they are?” 

“In a cave, is my guess. And I don’t think it'll be far, 
Once we get up this hill.” 

It was only a moment later that a glow showed ahead. 
Jay held out a cautioning hand, and the men slowed. As 
they neared the glow, he set his lantern down, and Ed- 
ward did the same. 

Jay walked quietly to the edge of the mouth of a cave, 
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keeping to the darkness, thankful for the cushion of snow. 


2 was 
away from them, moving first right then left, trying to 
dart past them. 

Always, they blocked her. Arms bowing out from 
their sides, ready to pinion her if she dared to pass, they 
advanced on her. 


ions will shoot anyone else who tries.” 
Brigid’s heart lurched. Jay had come! 


Mumbling, Dan pushed the oilskin at Brigid, and she 
quickly covered herself with it, holding it together at the 
front. 

“I done it,” Dan said. “There ain't need to be hasty.” 

“We're in what you might call a hurry,” Jay said. “We 
want both women freed.” 

Seemingly unfazed that a musket was pointing at him, 
Dan said, “Us too, matey. Only we got a proposition.” 

“T’m aware of what your proposition is.” 

“We're only holdin’ the ladies hostage. We only want a 
gentleman’s agreement. We give you the ladies, you turn 
over the carriages and what they're loaded with.” 

Jay moved his musket warningly. 

“What's yer answer, matey?” 
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“Untie the girl over there!” Edward suddenly shouted. 


“We need her now to tend my wife! Untie her or we'll 
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she heard Jay’s voice. He was alive, oh, 


making no sound. 
Suddenly the shooting was over. It was deathl 
Rigid, Brigid waited, unable to see 
and dust. Then 
thank God, Jay was alive! 


around them. “You'll get dry clothes at the carriages,” he 
said, and then went to work on Janie’s bonds. 

“Can't you move faster?” Edward called. “We've got 
miles to cover!” 

“It won't take long,” Jay said, freeing Janie. When he 
had taken the gag from her mouth, she, too, stood un- 


“Oh, sir!” she quavered. “What we've been through, 
Miss Brigid and me! Those awful men—they tore our 
clothes off of us, and they ruined me, right in this cavel 


“Let them rot,” snarled Edward, “for laying their hands 
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on my wife! We've got no time to dig this hard dirt, 


“To that I agree.” 

Janie began to weep more loudly, and Jay tried to com- 
fort her, but she began to cry out for Brigid. 

Brigid scrambled up and went as fast as she could to 
her. As she neared, she stumbled, and would have fallen, 
but Jay reached out his arm, caught her, and held her 
along with Janie. 

“Oh, Miss Brigid!" the girl sobbed. “What’ll I do? I'm 
ruined—I'm dirtied—I'm marked for life!” 

“No, you're not,” Jay said, holding them. “Time will 
take away the hurt.” 

Brigid was clinging to Janie, and she was also clinging 
to Jay. It was like being back home to be in his embrace 
again, though she shared it with another. But it couldn't 
last; she couldn't even let it go on a moment longer. 

That was her husband standing guard with the musket. 
She drew back from Jay, bringing Janie with her. She 
had no right to cling to this man any longer. He had 
saved her, comforted her, and wrapped her in tenderness 
when she needed it, But from this point, she had to go on 
without his touch. 

Jay hardly noticed Janie’s stepping out of his arms, But 
he felt Brigid go with a reluctance that stunned him. He 
couldn't let himself be so attracted to her; he had to get 
that picture of her lovely, nude body out of his mind, rid 
ea ete me aR Ie ih ee ied 
ever. She had only roused his sympathy, he told himself 
—that was it. He had helped her as he had once helped 
a wounded bird, treating its wing so that it could fly again. 
It must be the same with this girl. 

Only it wasn't the same, couldn't be, She was Edward 
Lawrence's bride, wife to Jay’s own partner. 

His blood surged in rebellion, 

Sternly, he quieted it. 


Link finished going through the dead men’s clothes, sal- 
vaging three knives. He showed them to Jay, who said 
they would take all knives and muskets with them. 

Then he went outside, found the three tethered horses, 


a tangible force, burning her. 

“Please,” she whispered, “don't feel angry. The men are 
dead.” 

“It’s not them!” he hissed. “It’s you I could—damn me, 
_but I could throttle you!” 

“But why? Why do you feel so?” 

“You could have put up a fight!” 

“T did! Janie, too—” 

“You fought me like a wild thing. If you’d shown half 
the resistance you did with me, it wouldn't have hap- 
pened! They'd never have stripped you, seen your body 
—my wife's body!” 

“Don't you see, Edward? Three strong men against two 


“The two of you together were enough.” 

“You don’t believe that, you can’t.” 

“Pl tell you what I know. If you had the courage of 
a Lawrence woman—” 
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“Shut up! If you had the courage of a Iady, you'd 
have dug their eyes out, you'd have kicked them where 
they needed it, you’ 


She was still trapped. She was starkly afraid of Ed- 
ward, of what he might do, now, to Benjamin. But she 
had to endure until she could change things, 

I'm only sixteen years old, she thought, but I'm a wom- 
an now. I've been 
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He had opened the boot of the third carriage, and 
shone the lantern inside. Edward peered in fiercely, yanked 
out first one bag and then another. 


coldly. 

Jay took the bags to Brigid’s carriage and put them 
inside. He helped the two girls in and closed the door, 
hearing Benjamin’s glad cry. 

“Get out the carriage shovels,” he called to the men. 

“We need to drive on,” Edward objected. 

“We can't leave four bodies on the side of the road, 


“We left three in the cave.” 


“Splendid,” Edward said. “That may be our insurance 
for getting to Liverpool on time.” 

“And it gives some decency to the dead,” Jay added. 

Brigid, fingers cold and stiff, was still scrabbling in the 
feeling for garments, trying to identify them, sorting, 
Jay opened the door after a warning knock. He 
the lantern inside, then set a covered basket on 
one box of gold. 

“Food from the hotel. Not fancy, but you won't 

“Thank you,” Brigid said, aware that her awful empti- 
ness might be from hunger as well as from cold and 
shock and abuse. 

“Tl leave the lantern,” he said, fastening it onto a 
“Put it out as soon as you can.” 

A moment after he left, the carriage began to move. 
Brigid found a complete set of clothing for Benjamin 
and helped him into it. She found warm petticoats and 
long-sleeved, woolen dresses, along with two thick shawls. 
These would do for herself and Janie. When she had al- 
most i 
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Then they ate the bread, cheese, and ham from the 
basket and drank the small bottle of wine, even giving 
Benjamin some. 
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Another. 


It was as she had feared; the box was 
all the way around, as were, she was sure, the others. 


She leaned back, pulling the robe around her 
Somehow, she would open a box—before they took ship, 


if she could manage it, if not, afterward. 


She would take just a few bars of gold, take no more 


in value than Edward had taken as her dowry. Between 
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night with her bridegroom, and his thoughts went back 
into his own past. 


. A 
woman opened the door, and he liked her at sight. She 
was tall, well-built, with good bones. She was older than 
himself, fair-haired and fair-skinned, with sad but friend- 
ly eyes of pale gray-blue. And he thought, a passionate 
mouth. 


“T'm Jay Tiffany,” he said. “I need room and board 
for a month.” 

‘Tm Sylvia Broadus. Widow. These”—she indicated 
two frail children—“are my sons. Ethan’s five. Timmy's 
three.” 


might even have a bunch of his own someday. 

“T've got a room,” she said. “You can move right in.” 

He glimpsed what looked like pleading in her eyes. He 
discussed price and agreed to the reasonable figure she 
named, He followed her inside, noting that her form, 
though stout, was shapely, 

They sat down to a good supper. After the boys 
been excused, she asked what work he did, and he told 
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“My sister’s there,” she said. “And Tim's brother, Ethan. 
We came here because Tim thought the climate would 
help the boys.” Her eyes saddened to a stunning depth. 

Recognizing her emotional plight, he wanted to turn 
the conversation to other topics, but he could think of 
no way to do it. 


“T've got no business telling you my affairs,” she said. 


“We all need to talk matters out. I'm glad to listen.” 
“Well. I've got to decide about Ethan.” 

“Your husband's brother.” 

“Yes, Whether to marry him at the end of a year.” 


& 


membering. 
Gazing at her honest face, Jay was drawn to her as 
one human to another. She was older, but he felt they 


“What's wrong?” Jay asked. 

“I don’t know.” She looked at him, her eyes bright with 
tears. 

He moved to her, put his arm around her shoulders, 
and held her. She conquered the tears, but was trembling. 
A warmth grew where their bodies touched. 

“You must know what’s wrong,” he pressed, trying 
to ignore what was happening in his loins. She was the 
first woman he had ever touched in this manner. 

“T’'m so ashamed, Jay.” 

“Ashamed?” 

“Of the hunger in me for love,” she whispered. 

“There’s no need for shame,” he said, the stirring in his 
loins worse. “You'll have Ethan.” 

“The time is so slow. I need, really need—closeness. 
It’s a weakness I can’t overcome.” 

His desire was growing. Astounded, he looked into her 
face. It went scarlet, then white. As they stared, she 
moved to him, and suddenly their lips were clinging. 

She touched him, and his fiesh sprang to meet her 
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hand. Then, without his knowing how they got there, 
they were in her bedroom, and a candle on the dresser 


light. 

“We mustn't—” he protested, but even as the words 
passed his lips, he undid his trousers. 

“We're friends, we're fond of each other, we can com- 
fort each other!” she gasped. She was quickly undressing. 

She lay nude upon the bed, and he glimpsed the fair 
skin, the dimpled shoulders. Her breasts were large and 
round, the nipples dark, tall, and stiff. 

He took off his own clothes, rushing, then turned to her, 

She smiled tenderly. “Now,” she said. “Please, Jay.” 

“I don’t know how—I've never—” 

“T'll show you,” she said. “Please.” 

He came onto the bed, and she took his member and 
guided it. Her inner walls closed on him with clean 
warmth, held him in tight embrace. She moaned, very 
softly. 

She whispered to him, and they began to move—natu- 
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She longed for hot tea, for soup, for roast beef. 
she thought how much more Janie must be suffering; 
tape had been a shattering blow to her. 

And there was Benjamin. He was only a little boy, 
who understood no reason for this mad trip, who had 
to bear blindly whatever came. 

He stirred against her. “Brigid,” he whispered. 

“What is it, darling?” 

“The bad men. Are they still chasing us?” 

She wouldn't lie to him. He had a right to the truth. 

“All the bad men were killed, Benjamin. We're in 
Liverpool now. We're safe.” 

He sighed with relief, then he snuggled and slept, his 
head on her shoulder. On the other side, Janie whimpered 
in her sleep. 

There would be no chance to open a box of gold be- 
fore they boarded ship. Her plan must wait. 
slower now, the horses held at a brisk walk. They were 
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passing tall houses, nearly all of them dark. They passed 
under the pale circle of a street lamp, and she realized 
it was no longer snowing and wondered when it had 
stopped. There was snow on the ground and on the 
street; the horses made soft clumping sounds as they 
pulled, making for the waterfront. 

The wharves were lined with warchouses, with men 
hurrying about, with lines of cargo waiting to be loaded. 
Brigid was able to make out boxes, kegs, barrels, and 
bales as they drew to a stop. Through the darkness, on 
the river side, she saw a solid line of ships moving at 
anchor, and she wondered which one they were to board. 
Edward had snapped out once, in impatience, that the 


Janie’s swollen face. 

Jay came out of the darkness, Cat beside him. In- 
stinctively she compared the three men. Cat seemed more 
masculinely feline than ever. Edward, sharp and bold as 
an axe, driven to evade the law, looked fierce and fright- 
ening. Jay Tiffany, by contrast, was open, fearless, and 
decent, and she loved him more each hour. 

He caught her look, and she continued to gaze at him. 
He was searching, as though to see that she was all right, 
and suddenly she had to look away or weep. He was the 
only one in the entire party, except for Janie and 
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passageway to the end, where the seaman rapped. A voice 
called out, and the seaman opened the door. 


Brigid slid the shawl off her head and let it cover her 
shoulders. She was glad she had made her hair decent, 


though it was still damp. 


to 


aT 


sturdy stove bolted 
chunky 
the gleam of 


table with 


goth ope 
deck. She was aware 
it, all bolted 


At last Edward released Brigid’s arm. He stepped 
through the door first, leaving her to follow. 
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down, 


“Let him in!” roared a voice. “Get on with your duties!” 


Hl 


sturdy desk bolted to the far wall, a bunk against another 
wall, cupboards on all the other walls, portholes. 

She heard men’s voices, Edward's cutting like a blade, 
another, heavy and aggressive, and then she swayed, just 
a bit, and put out her hand to steady herself. 

“Better catch her,” the aggressive voice said. “She's 
about to faint.” 

Edward whirled, grasped her arms, bruising them, and 
sat her down on a bench at the table. “Get hold of your- 
self, my dear,” he said, his voice as bright as steel, yet not 
cruel. How he could dissemble for an audience, she 
thought, the dizziness beginning to fade. 

“I'm all right,” she said. “I've never swooned in my 
life.” 

“Best sit beside her, Edgerton—that what you say your 
name is?” 

“That's right.” 

*Tll take this bench. Hmmm, you're muddy. Have 
trouble?” 

“We were set upon by highwaymen,” Edward said. 
“That's why she's distraught.” 

“But you bested them, eh?” 

“That we did.” 

She managed to look up again. Yes, the dizziness was 
gone. It had been the sudden warmth after the long hours 
of cold. She would have to watch Benjamin and Janie, 


gradually. 

“Mrs. Edgerton,” said the aggressive voice. “Your hus- 
band is so flummoxed he ain't introduced us. I'm Hawk 
Gorham, captain of this here Sea Hawk, named for 
me.” 

She acknowledged his introduction, and then she looked 
at him, really looked. ; 
This is an evil man, instinct told her as it had with 
Edward. His blue eyes were suggestive and knowing. 
They told her that he expected women to fall into bed 

with him. 

An ugly man, his features were coarse; he was built like 
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a bull. His skin was sun-brown, sea-weathered. Somehow, 
he kept her staring at him against her will. 

“T'll show you my ship, Mrs. Edgerton,” he said. “I'm 
very proud of her. Do you know vessels, ma’am?” 

“No, captain. Not at all.” 


ladies tell me she looks like a 


able seamen. No derelicts are ever carried aboard to be 
forced to sail, not on the Hawk.” 

“I’m certain my wife is interested in this,” Edward 
“but I've matters to discuss before you set sail.” 

“Aye, And I have—associates—on the dock to ex- 
change a word with,” the captain agreed. 

Despite his reply, he gave Brigid a seemingly casual 
glance as he turned to Edward. But she caught the gleam 
in his eye and determined that she was going to stay out’ 
of this man's path. 

Janie, too. She must keep Janie away from him. He 
might be a captain, but he was no better than the high- 
waymen. If he couldn't get her, he'd be after Janie; it 
wouldn't matter to him whether it was mistress or maid he 
bedded. Just so it was a woman. 

Unable to rid herself of this feeling, she listened while 
Edward told him where and how he wanted his boxes 
placed. “It's gold I'm transporting,” he said. “I require 
special handling for it.” 

“Sure you do, Edgerton. And special handling you'll 
get. I'll see to it myself.” 

“I instructed my men.” 

“Good. I like to meet a man that knows his mind, 
Edgerton. If there’s nothing else, I'll have you taken to 
your cabins.” 


E 


eyes. Could it be, after that he fighting either 
attraction or even love for her? 

Jay strode on, making for the hold to check how the 
boxes of gold had been loaded. But his mind was on 
Brigid. Now, at least, she would be in a cabin, no 
longer 


“This will do for the boy and the maid,” Edward said. 
He stepped back, made a sharp gesture, and they all but 
leapt inside. 

Edward took the key, closed the door, and locked it. 
He put the key into a pocket. 


young seaman, who was looking surprised, “show us to 
our cabin. Those two get seasick. I trust ours will be a 
double.” 

“Aye, sir, it is.” 


time with pride. “The captain calls this the bridal suite, 
sir,” he said. 

“Which is appropriate, my good fellow,” Edward re- 
sponded, the coldness of his tone belying the implied 


voyage. 

“Aye, sir, thank you, sir. Name's Brophy, sir.” 

“Our luggage is inside?” 

“Aye, sir. The maid sorted out which was to go where, 
sir.” 

Edward waved him away. “That's all. We wish to be 
alone.” 

After Brophy left, Edward closed the door and locked 
it, but didn’t remove the key. Brigid stood in the warmth 
from a small stove at the end of the cabin. The fire was 
thawing her face and hands, and she felt the beginning 
of comfort. 

“That other cabin!” she exclaimed. “I didn’t see a 
stove—they'll freeze!” 

“There was a stove. And an extra bucket of water, as 
in our other cabin. If you'd looked, you would have 
seen. The cabin was warm.” 

“Oh, thank goodness! Thank you, Edward!” 

“I'd not put them in an unheated cabin!" he snapped. 
“It’s well the captain saw to it that the fires were lit, 
knowing that Tiffany might bring passengers. Otherwise, 
letting those animals drag your garments off you, I might 
get the French disease!” 

“Edward! I do want a bath—desperately!” 

She wanted to scrub that stink away. She wanted to 
rub her skin so hard it would come off and new skin 
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would replace it. She yearned to be clean, to smell of 
soap and delicately scented bath powder. 

“Wash yourself! Soap every inch and rub. Rinse that 
off and soak again, rinse again. Perfume yourself. And 
wait for me, naked, on the lower bunk.” 

As in a dream, she went into the other cabin. The 
door closed behind her, but there was no sound of a key. 
He had ordered her to do the very thing she yearned to 
do, except—that she didn't want to wait for him on the 
bunk. But there was no way out of it. 

This was part of being a woman, and she would face it 
as a Woman, not as a cringing girl. 

After pouring water from the pitcher into the basin, she 
scoured herself. Three times she soaped her body and 
hair, and three times she rinsed, yet still felt unclean. 
Finally she toweled herself vigorously and dried her hair 
until it fell into loose, though damp, strands. 

Edward rapped. “You've had an hour! I'm coming 
in!” 

“I'm finished,” she called, ran to the bunk, and drew 
the cover to her chin. 

He entered, carrying a pitcher. “I knew you'd use all 
the water,” he said, “so I had Brophy bring more. I need 
a bath myself, after all that slush and mud. I have to be- 
come accustomed to serving myself, now that Cat is no 
longer my valet, but a business associate.” 


of the nobility, and she allowed it!” 


even getting better!" 

There was nothing she could say, or even think. Again 
she had let her imagination escape, and again it had 
tricked her. 

Edward began to dress, swiftly, efficiently. 

“What are you going to do?” she asked. 

“Go on deck. I'd suggest you clean up again—and 
bathe that face.” 

“Oh, no! You're too degraded to be around an inno- 
cent child!" 

“Afterward, I'd like to be with Benjamin and Janie.” 

“Janie was degraded, too.” 

“She's only a servant. What she’s been through won't 
contaminate the boy as you, his sister, would.” 

“You're keeping us apart to torture me!” 
to keep Janie quiet about leaving London before my 
brother’s funeral. To keep both of them quiet about the 
name of Lawrence.” 

“Punish is the word I prefer, little bitch. But it’s also 

“How do you propose to do this—permanently?” 


Chapter 14 


Captain Hawk Gorham, erstwhile pirate, innately 
picious of all men, waited for Edgerton and his 
be well away from his cabin. It was out of the 
for a gentleman like Edgerton—if that was his name— 
to board at the last minute, and with boxes of gold. 

He felt the hair on the back of his neck stir at the idea 
of all that gold. Nor had he forgotten the woman; be- 
draggled, half-frozen, face bruised. She had been beaten, 
that one, but she would be a tasty piece when 
herself. She was different from any wench he 
had. Yes. This whole situation would bear looking 

Hawk Gorham had gotten where he was—the owner of 
a fine schooner, as well as gold of his own—from pri- 
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“Them boxes the boarding party brought.” 
“Aye, captain. And that heavy!” 
“How many?” 
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“Five, sir.” 

“All Edgerton’s?” 

“One of ’em belongs to the American.” 

“Know what they're filled with?” 

“Nobody told me, captain.” 

“Did they get loaded where Edgerton wanted?” 

“Aye, sir.” 

“So. Take over until I get back; I'm going ashore. No, 
I won't need a lantern.” 

Turning away from the mate, Hawk went down the 
gangplank. On the dock, he turned right and moved brisk- 
ly, his mammoth body moving as smoothly as if he kept 
it oiled. 

Though he made out a wraithlike figure at the end of a 
certain warehouse, he didn’t go any faster. He knew how 
to handle Simpson. Keep him anxious; make him wait. 
Never seem eager; never overpay him. 

“Captain?” whispered the figure. 

“You been here long?” 

“Ten minutes, captain.” 

“That’s too damned long. Last night it hadn't been but 
two or three minutes. I'll beat it into you that I don’t 
want anybody to see us together, not never!” 

“It’s that I got special news. Hurried, so's to make it 
before you sail, captain,” the man whined, which molli- 
fied Hawk. 

“What's the news? Be quick!” 

He was beginning to make out the dark patch the fel- 
low wore over one eye; he wanted to get back to his 
before anyone recognized them. 

“I was near headquarters not an hour ago when a fast 
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“Well?” 

“This rider, he brought word of a big reward fer a 
chap that’s b’lieved to have kilt his brother. I even got 
the dead bloke’s name, a Lord Anthony Lawrence.” 

“Why would a killer ride to Liverpool in such weather?” 
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“The dead bloke’s brother, the one they say’s the 
escaped with a party. Edward Lawrence, that’s who he is. 
Officers are all over the London waterfront, but 
the idea this Lawrence’d know they’d Jook there, so 
run fer a diffrent port, this’n here.” 


g 
3 


Jay Tiffany, who had earlier sailed from New Orleans to 
Liverpool and had arranged to make the return 
on Sea Hawk, hoping to bring a party back with him. 

He scowled. Tiffany. He'd bet a gold piece the Ameri- 
can would not be involved in murder or in helping a 
killer escape. If Edgerton was this Lawrence, he’d wager 
Tiffany didn’t know the facts. 

He thrust a coin into Simpson’s hand. “Meet me when 


Hawk went back to the vessel. His mind was thrusting 
and probing. He had smelled it out, even before Simpson 
told him. There was something false about Edgerton, and 
now he knew what it was. When he had this gut feeling, 
he was never wrong. 

Edward Edgerton actually was Edward Lawrence. He'd 
murdered his brother and then, in some way, had taken 
advantage of Jay Tiffany, whose need to reach the Sea 
Hawk fitted right into his need to escape. And, for some 
reason linked to his danger, he had brought along his wife 
and the others. 

By the time Hawk reached the gangplank, he was 
scowling. He couldn't make the pieces fit, not yet. 

Boarding, he ordered Burford to take the ship out. He 
did this occasionally to keep the mate in practice; this 
time the reason was that he himself had something else to 
do, and when the mate and crew were busy was the best 
time for it. 


He kept remembering Edgerton's tight, impatient way. 
Scene Kal cold bie tasves engee led ith aol a 
Was true— 

He went to his cabin, opened a cupboard, and took 
out a hammer and crowbar. These were tools he had had 
made for his personal use, and he kept them apart from 


rigorously trained; every man was at his post. The pas- 
sengers were either in their cabins or on deck for the 
sailing. 


crowbar slipped free. He inserted it again and 
harder. Slowly, the nails pulled loose. He raised the end 
of the board so he could see into the box. 

It was gold all right, bars of gold. 

He nailed the loose board into place, There was no way 
Edgerton could tell it had been pried up. One after the 
other, he opened all the Edgerton boxes, They all held 
gold bars, He nailed them shut. 

Satisfaction and anticipation warmed him as he 
his way to the deck. On deck, he stood with Burf 
motioned for him to remain at the helm, He 


ie 


gave a 
piercing look at his crewmen, at the sails, then along the 
passengers lined at the rail. Tiffany was there and three 


men he hadn't seen before. Edgerton was missing. 

Hawk's satisfaction grew. The sun was beginning 
streak the sky, the colors pale, as if they were 
the storm. There were people moving about the 
Stevedores were at work, carrying cargo on their 
loading vessels. Drays were arriving, the men on 
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Chapter 15 


Edward ordered a tray brought for their noon meal. The 
boy set the food out carefully on the table, but the 
motion of the boat made the dishes slide; one plate was 
held only by the rim built around the table, 

Tremulous from Edward's earlier assault, from all that 
had happened, from hunger, and from the strange way 
the boat moved under her, Brigid sank onto one of the 
bolted-down benches. There was roast beef and gravy, 
boiled potatoes and cabbage. 

“Not my usual fare,” Edward said. “But it's well 
enough cooked. We shan't starve.” 

“Benjamin and Janie,” she said, grateful that his tone 
wasn't unpleasant, yet driven to risk his displeasure. “What 
about their meals?” 

“They're seasick,” he said coldly. “Brophy took them 


“But they have to eat!” 

“Don't be hysterical, for God’s sake! I got their tray, 
explained to Brophy that the poor creatures are sick, but 
I'd try to persuade them to eat. He was glad enough to 
permit me to serve them. In fact, I told him that I, as 
brother to the lad, will serve all their trays, that I'll take 
care of them until they recover.” 

“Thank you, Edward!” Brigid cried instinctively. 

“So, The slut has a drop of courtesy. You needn't thank 
me, however. You're a fool indeed if you think I'd let 
them go without food. How would it look for us to dock in 
New Orleans and find two dead bodies in their cabin?” 

“How can you say such a horrible thing?” 
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“As easily as you can suspect me of it. It's a real in- 
convenience for me, to have no valet, to play cabin boy, 
to give the impression that I'm looking after two endlessly 
seasick patients.” 

“But—" 

He made a chopping motion. “Enough! They stay in 
the cabin the entire voyage.” 

“But that will take days, weeks—I don’t know how 
long!” 

“Shut up and eat. Later, go on deck, Get some color 
into your skin, Look like a bride, a happy bride. The 
swelling has gone down. Surely you have some kind of 
powder, something, to hide those last traces.” 

“I—yes, I do.” 

“Use it, On deck this afternoon—that’s an order. I've 
got a mecting with the other men of my party. You'd be 
in the way. Stay until it’s ended.” 

Brigid choked down her food, then retired to the other 
cabin. She was wearing a long-sleeved woolen dress the 
exact blue of her eyes. Her hair was braided and wrapped 
in a silvery coronet around her head, fastened with silver 


She pulled on stout boots, got out her warmest cloak, 
which was a darker blue than her dress and was fur- 
lined, with a fur-lined hood. She put on gray woolen 


gripping it with both hands. 
They were standing out to sea now. The sails were 
i ing them, snapping them, sending the 


i 
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As the deck dipped and rose, she clung to the rail. She 
didn't like the motion of the boat, preferring solid ground 
underfoot—even mud and snow—but it had no effect on 
her stomach, and for that. she was grateful. 

She watched the seamen at their work, the man at 
wheel. Two seamen were far up in the rigging, but even 
as she looked, they descended like monkeys. She became 
aware that the men were glancing at her secretly, One 
frowned to himself, and she remembered reading that sea- 
men, or maybe it was pirates, considered having a woman 
aboard bad luck. 

“Why, Mrs. Edgerton,” said a heavy voice behind her. 
“What are you doing here alone, looking sad?” 

“I—wasn't aware of looking so,” she stammered. 


~ 
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She tried to turn, to leave, but he stood behind her, 
his fists clamped to the rail on either side of her, im- 
prisoning her. 

“Please, captain! My husband—” 

“Him'n the others are in your suite and don't want to 
be disturbed. Now, is that any way for a man to treat 
his bride?” 

“Edward doesn't neglect me! He—” 

“Of course not, not when he’s with you. You're the 
best I ever seen,” he continued, his voice dropping to a 
growl. “You're going to my cabin. Right now. You'll 
find out how a lady should be treated.” 

Terrified, she whirled within the trap of his arms. “Tl 
not go!” she said, managing to hold her tone quiet, to put 
conviction into it that would penetrate his gross mind. “It 
isn't the proper thing to do, captain.” 

His blue eyes were so filled with lust that they seemed 
almost no color. Lust coarsened his thick features, and a 
bit of spittle showed on his heavy lower lip. 

“It's proper, and you'll go to the captain’s cabin for a 
bit of a drink. You'll walk like a lady, so’s my mate and 
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crew notice nothing. You wouldn't want someone to let 
it slip to your husband, would you, that you was dragged 
to the captain's cabin? He'd get an idea that something 
out-of-the-way happened there, and then what'd he do to 
you, a man like him? He'd be so mad he might kill you.” 

“Don't you think he'd kill you, instead?” 

He laughed. “I'm stronger than he is, and I've got 
more'n a hundred men to fight for me.” He grabbed her 
arm, his great hand crunching the bone, hurting her more 
than Edward had ever hurt her. 

Frightened, unable to think, she was propelled down 
the companionway and into the captain's cabin before 
she was able to twist even once. Now she tried to jerk 
free, and he grabbed the other arm. 

He kicked the door shut, locked it, then violently sat 
her down on one of the benches. 

Sitting on the bench nearest hers, he said, “We got to 
be close, you and I—Brigid.” 

She stared. He had used her name. 

“Never!” she cried. 

“We will be after you hear what I got to say. Being an 
ex-pirate, and being a smart captain, I got my sources of 
information. This morning I heard about an Edward 
Lawrence that murdered his brother, Lord Anthony Law- 
rence. A rider came bringing the word to Liverpool. 
There's a reward for this killer.” 

“T—what has this to do with me?” 

“Your tongue says one thing, but your face says an- 
other. Your name ain't Edgerton. It’s Lawrence.” 

“You've no proof!” 

“Your actions are proof, pretty Brigid.” 

“If you knew all this, if you thought it true, why didn't 
you collect the reward?” 

“Maybe because I’m a kind man. Maybe because, if 
you'll be my friend, my close, loving friend, that'll be all 
the reward I could ever want.” 

“L-look, Captain Gorham,” Brigid said, trying to rea- 
son, “You don't realize it, but if what you say was true, 
what you're asking of me—it's blackmail!” 
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“Don't you care enough for your husband to go along 
with me? I'm good with a woman—I'm the best! I know 
it’s sudden, but I'm a man of fast action. I never wait for 
what I want—I see it and grab it. You got nothing to 
lose, ev'rything to gain. Besides which, you'll have more 
fun with me than you got any idea, at this minute, can 
be had.” 
“I won't! I'm not a toy, a—” 


oS 


“Do what you please! Just keep your hands off me!” 

His face changed from lust to rage. It was the ugliest 
face she had ever seen. 

“It won't be just your husband gets turned in,” he 


murder with your husband. He'll be hung, and you'll be 
hung. 

“And that brother of yours, sick and locked in his 
cabin, he'll be what they call cast adrift in the world. 
What do you think’ll happen to him, hey?” 

She shuddered, and the captain noticed. “That got to 
you,” he said. 

“You know nothing about me!” 

She visualized the key in that door behind her. She 
was closer to it than he was. If she could be quick enough, 
if she could flee along the passageway... 

“Don't try to run, my lovely,” Hawk warned. His voice 
sounded as if someone had poured oil through it, and now 
the oil was dripping. “One step, and I'd have you.” 


world was peopled by blackmailers, killers and rapists, 
she swayed. It's the boat, she thought, and forced her 
i her. He was the 


of a ship, He might ask and demand, but he wouldn't take 
her by force. She told herself this, but it was hard to 
believe. There was such a mixture of evil desire and anger 
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face, he was so sure of himself, that he looked 


men. He ain't going to risk his neck, saying I kilt his 
wife, not even if he knows it’s true! He’s going 
himself!” 


She twisted, trying to yank free, but those awful hands 
bore deeper. She kicked again, but his boot caught her in 
the ankle, a terrible blow that numbed her, and then, 


up. “Turn your head, bride-bitch! See what you got this 
time!” Hawk ordered. 


her head and looked. His body hair was a startling 
contrast to the blonde hair on his head. It covered his 
chest from collarbone to waist in a thick pelt. A strip 


% furry 
bulged with muscles, and his torso was huge, though in 
perfect balance. 
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“Now,” he rumbled, “we'll have the rest of our fun!” 

“No—please, no!” 

“Little beauty, when Hawk gets done, you'll be begging 
fer more! You'll come to like what we just done, and I 
expect you already love what we're going to do!” 

She was trembling. She was too weak to push him 
away as he spread her legs, but she tried. He brushed her 
hands aside as if they were nothing, took aim, and rammed 
into her again, the size and force of him much worse 


wanting only one thing, for him to sate himself and let 
her go. His foul breath struck her in the face. They strug- 
gled together, she fitting her movements to his. 

In the midst of agony, her heart cried out for rescue. 
Edward—he was her husband—somehow, miraculously, 
she prayed wildly that he appear and wrench her away 
from this ravening beast. But he didn’t appear, and the 
torture and filthy evil went on, whether for moments or an 
hour she could not tell. 

“You can dress now,” Hawk said, getting up and be- 
ginning to pull on his own clothes. “You can clean up at 
the basin.” 

Moving carefully, because she was so weak and drained, 
because her legs ached, Brigid cleansed herself and, with 
trembling fingers, adjusted a few hairpins. Then she dressed. 

While he buttoned, Hawk kept saying things she didn't 
pay attention to except that he meant to have her again 
and again. 

She was dazed. She had been turned into a chattel, 
passed from man to man. 

“Ready?” Hawk demanded, himself fully clothed, right 
to his blue jacket with the gold trim. “I like that. You're 
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a quick mover—considering. Next time you'll be faster. 
You can go now, but be sure you ain't seen. You don't 
look as trim as normal.” 

She fied. 


Chapter 16 


She went along the passage, hoping the business 
was over, and she could really bathe and try 
herself. She would never let Hawk touch 
never suffer that peculiar, unnatural act of 
had forced on her. 

She didn't see how she could bear even Edward's 
slaughts, longing for Jay, ashamed to meet his eyes. 
kind of woman was she? Responding, dear God, re- 
sponding to every fiend who took her, yearning and 
dreaming the impossible dream that it was Jay. 

Suddenly Jay himself appeared, coming out of a cabin. 


hil 


Fe 


“You can’t let your husband see you like this,” he 
said. He drew her into his cabin and closed the door. 

“I—don't know what you're talking about,” she fal- 
tered. She would die of shame if he knew. 


he wasn’t angry with her, but at somebody or something 
else. 

“You know very well what I mean, Brigid,” he said. “I 
was on my way to the deck. I saw you come out of the 
captain’s cabin. I saw his face and now—”" He mo- 
tioned, indicating her hair, which had at last fallen and 
was hanging down her shoulders in its heavy braid. 

Her knees buckled, and he caught her, sitting her down 
on the single bunk. 
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As he straddled one of the benches, he said, “What you 
do is nothing to me, but somehow I can’t stand by and see 
you destroy yourself.” 

“T'm not, really I'm not!” 

“Why?” he demanded. “Not that it’s any of my affair.” 

“Oh, but it is!” 

Everything about her was his, all wrapped up in her 
heart, for him to take. If only she could tell him! If only 
she could confide how she had been pushed into marriage, 
how Edward had killed his brother, how he had tom 
away her virginity, how Hawk had terrorized her! 

But she couldn't. She had no reason to assume that Jay 
would be interested in or even willing to listen to her 
story. There was nothing he could do about it, She was 
Edward's wife. 

So, love this man though she did, she couldn't speak. 
He must be allowed to think what he would, there was 
no way she could make him understand that she wanted, 
above all things, to live a decent life. 

In turmoil, Jay gazed at her. He was certain she had 
overwhelming troubles and he longed for her to confide 
in him. Perhaps he could help, or at least comfort her if 
she spoke. 

“I reckon it is my affair in a manner,” he said, “as it 
touches on my own affairs. I'm in a venture with your 
“Yes,” 

“You'd best fix your hair,” he advised. 


“What do you think would have happened if your hus- 
band had been the one to see you come out of Gorham’s 
cabin with your hair about to fall down?” he asked. Her 
answer was a shudder, and he frowned. “He’d—he’s got 
a ruthless temper,” Jay said. 

“Yes.” 
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“He'd jump to the worst conclusion. Agreed?” 
Miserably, face flaming, she nodded. She could think 
of nothing to say. She was alone with him for the first 


“Yes,” she admitted. “I was—twice.” 
sion, a bottomless disappointment; for her to have given 


was swept by rage at the indignity of what had taken 
place in there. Still, damn it all, that attraction he had 
always felt for her pulled strongly at him even now. 
“Why would you let Gorham lay a on you?” he 
demanded. 

“He—forced me.” 

“Forced you!” he snorted, disbelieving. 

“Oh, please believe me!” she cried softly. “There’s a 
reason, one which I can't—” She broke off, staring into 
his puzzled, angry face. It was filled with scorn, and 
dropping her gaze, she bit her quivering lips. 

No matter how strongly she was tempted, how could 
she, now that he scorned her, cry out her plight? 

“Did you simply go to his cabin? Did you knock on his 
door, as passengers do, and he dragged you inside?” 

“No! I was on deck and he—oh, it sounds impossible, 
but it wasn’t! Oh, Jay, I'm afraid of Gorham!” she cried, 
then clamped her lips together. She was getting too close 
to crying out the whole sordid story, and there were so 
many reasons why she shouldn't. 
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heartbeat she would be in his arms, where she had 
longed to be from the moment she had seen him. 

He would heal her with love. His love would eradicate 
the stain Edward and the captain had left. It would purify 
her. Strengthened by it, she could live free. After he 
knew, he wouldn’t let her stay with Edward, nor would 
he let anything happen to Benjamin. 

He was naked. She loved him with her eyes. He was so 
handsome she ached. He was built in perfect proportion, 
broad, well-muscled shoulders, strong arms, flat hips and 
belly, magnificent, smooth-muscled legs. He had very little 
body hair, most of it being the cluster from which his 
faultless manhood rose. 

He waited a moment before coming to her. That shim- 
mering, silvery braid had fallen again and was lying be- 
tween her pure white breasts, the lines of her flowing in 
utter beauty, interrupted only by the nest of silvery blonde- 
ness between her thighs, ending in shapely legs, slim feet, 
delicate toes. 

He was shaken. He had never seen anything so fault- 
less. He throbbed with the need to throw himself upon 
her, but held back, wanting to savor every moment. 
Forgotten was her husband, forgotten was the fact that 
she had just come from Hawk Gorham’s vile embrace. He 
had been drawn to her at first sight; he had wrestled with 
himself to avoid staring at her since. Time and again he 
had driven his mind away from thoughts of her. But now, 
alone with her, with love emanating from every pore of 
her amazing, not-to-be-resisted body, he could remember 
nothing. Only the two of them existed. 

He went to the bunk, and she slid over against the wall 
as he stretched his length on the narrow space beside 
her. They touched from shoulder to foot. Her breast 
crushed softly against him; he could feel the warm, fast 
thudding of her heart against his chest. Quite naturally, 
their legs entwined, and they lay in silence. 

Then he moved to hold her head on his shoulder, and as 
she lifted herself to accommodate him, she put her breast 
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feel the pounding of his heart. She cuddled 


i 
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With one smooth, eager motion, he lifted himself, 


now to him, and he had willingly received her. 

Abruptly, he withdrew. Bewildered, she held to his 
arms as he sat back on his haunches. What, he wondered, 
in the name of all reason, did I nearly do? 

He got off the bunk and dressed swiftly. 

“What happened?” she cried. “Is it—?” She couldn't 
say the words, couldn't speak the hated names. 

Misery overwhelmed her. She knew, before he replied, 
not what words he would speak, but their content. 

“—decency—" was the only part of his mutter that 
penetrated, but she understood. 


ly believed she had been the same with Gorham. 

Jay turned his back while she got up, dressed, 
pinned up her hair securely. When she had finished, 
looked neat and normal. He buttoned her dress for her, 
silently, slowly. 

He went to the door and stood. “I didn't even have 
sense enough to lock this,” he said. “Anybody could 
have—” 

“It’s all right,” she told him in a small, shaking voice, 
“nobody did.” 

“I haven't got a damned thing to say for myself. A 
man that takes a woman and—then doesn't go through 
with what he started—” He broke off, his face red. 
“Damn it, I'm trying to apologize for both things; for 
taking advantage and then cutting it off like you’re—!” 

“Don't give it another thought,” she pleaded. “It—my 
whole situation. You're not to blame.” 

“Tl go out first,” he said. “If I don't come back, you'll 
know the coast is clear and can get to your cabin.” 

She nodded, and he went stalking out, leaving her 
shamed beyond shame. 
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and then she would have to force herself, as he passed, 
not to turn her head and look back at him. 

Yet Edward had ordered her to chat with him. Con- 
sequently, one time as they met at a deserted spot on 
deck, she stopped him. “Jay,” she said. “How have you 
been?” It was inane, but it was all she could think of to 
say. 

How have I been? he thought, in turmoil. Trying to 
keep my mind off you. Aloud, he replied, “As usual, 
Brigid, as usual.” Y 

“I spoke to you because—because—” 

“Don't try to explain, Brigid. It's generous of you to 
speak first. Suppose we throw that day out and start new. 
It's the only sensible thing.” 

cYee” 

“You're not to brood over it. The responsibility is mine, 
is always the man’s. I like and respect you too much to let 
one short moment keep us from being friends.” 

Heart glowing, she met his look. “I can't let you assume 
all the blame, Jay. But I do want to be your friend. 
Edward wants me to chat with you, to be acquainted, 
because you're his partner.” 

“Excellent. I must warn you, however. He got my 
word not to discuss the partnership with you. He con- 
siders it strictly man business at this point. If you accept 
that I can't speak of that, we can hold conversations 
whenever you're willing.” 

She could only nod. 

“How are Benjamin and Janie?” he asked. “Your hus- 
band tells me they're seasick.” 

“They're doing well enough,” Brigid evaded. “Edward 
Says some victims remain sick an entire voyage.” 

“It can happen.” He was silent, then chuckled, “When 
I trapped the Missouri River for pelts—that’s a rowdy 
stream, the Missouri—there were times when I almost 
got seasick riding its bucking current downstream.” 

“Edward said you were a trapper. I'd like to hear more 
of that life—if you care to tell me.” 

They stood together at the rail and he described the 
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to harden her flesh when he pinched, bit, and handled her 
with inexcusable roughness. She did not cry out, did not 
protest. Without fail, when she could stand no more, she 
took refuge in the thought of escape. Only now, with 
Edward assaulting her, she prayed that it could, please 
God, be Jay Tiffany who would miraculously come to her 
rescue. 


Though she was constantly on the alert to avoid Hawk, 
he always knew when Edward was going to have one of 
his long meetings with Jay and the others. Each time, he 
cornered Brigid and demanded—and used—her body at 
will. 

He was more bestial every time, never failing to commit 
that unnatural act with which he had begun their awful 
intimacy. And he believed, even boasted, that she was 
beginning to like what they did; she refrained from deny- 
ing this because that would make him more determined 
to make her like it. 


One night after Edward was asleep, she deliberately 
forced herself to clear her mind, to think. She was a wom- 
an without a protector; she had to deal with her own 
predicament. She had taken enough abuse; now she was 
going to fight back. Quickly, she hit on the means. Since 
she was met at every turn by blackmail, she would turn 
that weapon to her own defense. 

The next morning, at breakfast in their cabin, as Ed- 
ward sipped his second cup of tea, she spoke out. 

“Edward,” she said, her color rising, “I pleased you 
last night. I know I did.” 

He stared, then set the cup down. “As much as any 
slut, yes. It was quite—acceptable.” 

“I've conducted myself adequately.” She had difficulty 
breathing, but kept her expression impassive. She had to 
lie; it shouldn't be this hard, since she was living a lie, yet 
it was hard. 

“What are you getting at?” he snapped. 
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“It's Benjamin and Janie. I want you to let them out of 
that cabin.” 

“Are you mad?” 

“Angry is the word. They need fresh air, exercise, 
freedom of the ship. As you and I have it.” 

“Impossible. Drop it.” 

“Oh, but I won't, Edward! If you don't set them free, 
T'll let it be known that your name isn't Edgerton.” 

His lips tightened. At that instant he was too enraged to 
speak, and, secure in the knowledge that he had no idea 
that Hawk was aware of his true identity, she pressed on. 

“And it won't do for you to lock me in, either, It would 
focus attention on you. The captain, the mate, your as- 
sociates—especially Jay Tiffany, who knows nothing— 
would begin to speculate and wonder. It just won't look 
normal for your entire family to be confined.” 

He had gone stark white; he was speechless. She had 
never known him unable to speak, and it frightened her, 
but she maintained her calm appearance and looked firmly 
into his dark, steel-glinting eyes. 

“I want them released now, Edward.” 

At last, his voice as thin as the most delicate thread, 
he spoke. “You overlook the reason I've got them in their 
cabin. To keep them from betraying anything about Lon- 
don to the crew and captain—what happened there, how 
we left. Even you can comprehend that.” 

“They'll be my responsibility. They'll betray nothing. I 
know you doubt I can control every word they say, but 
you've no choice. It's either let them have freedom in my 
company and your associates, or know that I'll quite 
innocently let slip that our name isn’t Edgerton. In fact, 
I'll divulge that our name is Lawrence.” 

“You don't know that anything would come of it.” 

“You're wrong. If the captain becomes suspicious, he'll 
check on it. And if there’s a reward posted for you—” 

“You damned, blackmailing little bitch!” he whispered. 
“You'd really do it, wouldn't you?” 

“Of course I would,” she said. “I wasn't born to the 
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nobility, you've told me that often enough, so what else 
can you expect of me now, when I want something so 


“Go into the other cabin!" he ordered. 

She rose with dignity, walked into the adjoining cabin, 
and waited. She knew what was going to happen. Opposi- 
tion always roused his passion. 

He followed her, closing the door behind him. She 
stood near the bunk. But she wouldn't give him the satis- 
faction of beginning to disrobe as though it were a nat- 
ural and desired action; he would have to order her. She 
feared and hated him; for however long she was forced 


for love, He had used her as a 

; since the nightmare of the 
cave, he had despised and abused her, proving that he 
had no vestige of respect for his wife, would never have. 
The only reason he tolerated her was to keep her silent 
about the murder and to use her, as now. 

“Undress!” he snapped. “Be quick about it. I want my 
constitutional, and I don’t want to be late and have any- 
one commenting.” 

Swiftly, in silence, they disrobed, letting their clothes 
fall. In silence she lay on the bunk, and opened for him, 
receiving him, then gasping at the ferocity with which 
he cut into her. He began a stabbing that seemed to 


impaled. Her hips landed on the bunk, and he continued 
his assault. When it was over, Edward ripped himself 
away, giving her a vicious shove as he rose. Her head 
struck the wall, and pain lanced through it. 

She followed the usual routine. After Edward had 
cleaned himself and begun to dress, she filled the basin 
and bathed thoroughly. Neither of them spoke until both 
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were dressed, until Brigid had her hair pinned and 
smoothed. 

He was glaring at her, his cold eyes moving from head 
to foot. 

“Does my appearance satisfy you, Edward?” she asked 
coolly, adjusting a fold of her dress. “You never say.” 

“The fact that I say nothing speaks for itself! I shouldn't 
permit you to shame me by the least flaw! I require little 
of you. Only perfect beauty and manner, silence and 
obedience.” 

“Blackmail isn’t obedience,” she said clearly. “And I 
know that what I demand of you for Benjamin and 
Janie is blackmail. But I haven't changed; what I said at 
breakfast holds—especially about the captain.” 

Pray God, she thought swiftly, he won't find out the 
captain already knows! 

He was enraged. “I hold you responsible,” he said 
fiercely. “If they speak one wrong word, you'll never see 
your brother again. Here’s the key. Put the fear of Satan 
into them if you care what happens.” 

He left abruptly. She knew his hatred of her had 
doubled because she had bested him. Edward Lawrence 
was a man who would kill rather than be surpassed. 

She studied the key in her hand. She had won a victory, 
but she had put all of them—herself, Benjamin and Janie 
—into peril. Without telling them of murder and flight, 
she had to make them understand, she had to impress 
them so that they would never speak of London, never 
betray the fact they hadn't always lived in Liverpool or 
nearby. 


to lie!” 


“Where we're going, men change their names to fit the 


to be speaking pure truth, “that’s why he kept you in the 
cabin. He thought that you might let these things slip to 
someone.” 

“I won't!” Benjamin piped. “What is it—a secret, a 
deep, dark secret?” 

“That's exactly what it is, darling.” 
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He nodded. “I won't tell, I promise. They can put me 
on a board full of nails, and I won't tell!” 

“Me, either,” said Janie. But she looked bewildered. 

“You don't have to understand, not now,” Brigid told 
her. “Just trust me and do as I say. Sometime, I'll ex- 


Their seriousness fled as they put on wraps and went 
hurrying along the passage to the deck. Benjamin ran to 
the rail, and they followed. 

“I want to see a porpoise!” he shrilled. “Can you help 
me find one, Brigid, Janie?” 

“We'll try,” Brigid said. “I really know very little about 
the ocean. I don't know if porpoises live in waters this 
far north.” 

“Sharks, then!” 

“I think so, darling. We can watch for some.” 

Jay came along, spoke to them for a moment, and told 
Benjamin that they would have fun together in the days 
to come, then went on. He and Cat met and walked out 
of sight, discussing something, the mysterious business ven- 
ture, Brigid guessed. 

Next Brigid, Janie, and Benjamin walked about deck, 
keeping their eyes down when they passed crewmen, mur- 
muring in response to Hawk Gorham when he appeared 
and spoke. He threw a knowing glance at Brigid, and she 
knew he was displeased that Janie and Benjamin were 
with her. 

They stayed on deck until lunch time, then returned 
to their cabins. Brigid longed to eat with her brother, but 
dared neither to invite him to her own cabin, nor to join 
him. That would be pushing Edward too far. 


Jay made good his promise to tell Benjamin about the 
American West. The four of them, Benjamin and Janie, 
Brigid and Jay, would stand at the rail watching for big 
fish, and he would talk in his easy manner. 

Benjamin was beside himself with excitement. There 
was color in his cheeks, and his eyes sparkled. Every look 
he gave Jay was one of adoration. 
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“Bullboat!” he cried, seizing on the word. “What kind 
of boat is that?” 

“Well,” Jay said, “It’s a boat that you paddle. It’s like 
an openwork basket made of willow strips tied together 
with pieces of green rawhide. Then the basket is covered 
with a buffalo skin.” 

“That sounds like a big job!” 

“Not too big. You need a freshly killed buffalo, and 
they're easy to get out West, and a thicket of willow 
shoots. You cut a dozen shoots thick as a man’s wrist and 
ten feet long. You lay five of these side by side eight 
inches apart, then put four others at right angles to them 
and tie the sticks together where they cross with the strips 
of rawhide.” 

“What next?” 

“You bend the free ends of the sticks upward and tie 
them to the round gunwale. There’s a bit more work, 
then you turn the ‘basket’ upside down and cover it with 
the hide, hairy part outside.” 

“Then you grab your paddle and go!” cried Benjamin. 

Jay laughed, and the wondrous warmth of it made 
Brigid’s heart lunge. He had been smiling at Benjamin as 
he talked, and she glowed at his handsomeness, friendli- 
ness, and kindness to a small boy. She loved him beyond 


her a smile and said, “I have more explaining to do to 
this boy, or he'll be at the bottom of the river!” he ex- 
claimed. 

“Don't let him presume too much, Jay. He's insatiable 
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After that, you load up with a couple of hundred pounds 
of furs and start downstream.” 

“Did your mother let you go in a bullboat when you 
were nine?” 

“She died right after I was born. My father boarded 
me out until I was eleven, and then he took me on the 
boats.” 

“T'm like you,” Benjamin said. “My mama died when I 
was born.” 

“Then we're alike,” Jay said solemnly. He put his hands 
on Benjamin's shoulders and gave the boy a gentle shake, 
“We're going to be good friends. Does that suit you?” 

“Yes! Oh, yes! I like to play pranks, though. Does it 
make you angry if someone plays a prank on you?” 

“I enjoy a good prank,” Jay smiled, looking to Brigid 
to see whether she approved of this talk, then back to 
Benjamin. “I'll never get mad. But I may play a prank on 
you, my fine fellow!” 

Benjamin and Janie soon went flying along the rail to 
follow the course of a shark they had spied. Jay stood 
with Brigid. 

“Ts it all right—the things I promised Benjamin?” 

“They're perfect!” she cried, not trying to keep the 
quiver out of her voice, “You're exactly what he needs! 
If it won't bother you.” 

“] like children. Nothing is too much to do for him. Or 
for you, Brigid. If only it’s something possible under 
existing circumstances.” 

“I understand,” she said, her cheeks blazing. 

He watched her blush, knowing that he had told her, 
though not in plain words, that he was half in love with 
her. Brigid realized what his words meant and briefly she 
felt thrilled and full of hope, and then depression settled 
over her. There was no hope that there could be any 
consummation of their love. She was the wife of another. 


More weeks passed. During the day, Benjamin spent 
considerable time with Jay, as did Brigid. Their talk was 


At night she endured Edward’s onslaught; 
afternoons she suffered through Hawk's ugly passion. 

Except for the times she saw Jay, time crawled. The 
ship maintained its course. They had two storms, not bad, 
but enough to frighten Benjamin. 


Texas! Brigid thought. Where is that? What is it? 


Chapter 18 
As the Sea Hawk stood waiting for a bar pilot to board 


Opening into the Mississippi, then up to New Orleans, 
Brigid stood apart at the rail, wondering at the brightness 
and warmth of the early March sun. The breeze was 


and - 
that it was hard to imagine that, back in London, snow 
covered the ground and icicles hung from house and tree. 
Even as she thought this, her thoughts veered, The 


Benjamin and Janie were at the rail too, but at a dis- 
tance. Edward and Cat weren't to be seen, nor for that 
matter, were Link and Bellow. Nor Jay. 

She wondered if they were together in one of the 
cabins, going over some last details having to do with 
landing, and she was suddenly fearful that Hawk would 
come looking for her, keeping her from going into the 
hold. 

Just as she moved to join Benjamin and Janie, he came 
~up beside her. It was as if he had risen from the deck. 

“T've waited to catch you alone,” he said. 

She tried to stare him down, but his eyes were rigid. 

“You know what I want.” 

“That's impossible! You've got the bar pilot coming 
aboard, you have to—"” 

“Don't tell Captain Hawk Gorham what he’s got to 
do, my girl! You been aboard long enough to know Bur- 
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ford takes over when I tell him, and he’s taking over now. 
All the way up the pass. You and me—we're going to be 


“I'm not promising this'll be our last,” Hawk growled. 
“But it's a farewell romp on the Sea Hawk. I'll always 
remember her for the fun we've had with each other. 
Move it along. Get rid of the brats.” 

She motioned to Janie, who had been glancing her 
way. The little maid was tense and, even at this distance, 
showed that she was nervous. Brigid knew that she feared 
the captain almost as much as she feared Edward, though 
she had never hinted at it. 

As the two approached, Brigid said to Hawk, “You 
won't be able to force me once we're off this ship!” And 
then she bit the end of her tongue, apprehensive. 

“Til be in New Orleans. And I ain't forgot a word of 
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what I can tell the law. Or the damage it'd do to you and 
that boy coming yonder.” 

Sickened, knowing he would do what he threatened, 
she said no more. 

“Meet me in ten minutes,” he ordered. 

Before she could reply, he strode away, just as Janic 
and Benjamin came up. “You wanted me?” Janie asked, 
“The way you looked, I thought—” 

“Yes, dear, yes, I did. The captain says the trip up the 
pass will take a long time. I really think Benjamin should 


“Oh, Brigid!” Benjamin wailed. “I wanted to see!” 

Her heart went out to him. “There'll be excitement 
when we land, darling. Remember, New Orleans is a 
foreign city. There'll be much to see there. The journey up 
the pass is just more water travel. So, off to your nap. 
Save your energy for New Orleans!” 

“All right,” he said dispiritedly and started away. Janie 
didn't say a word, but her expression was troubled as she 

him. 
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you've got to come,” he growled. “But it’s more’n that. 
Under all your lady airs, you've grown a taste for me, an 
appetite that your gentleman husband can't feed.” 

“That's not true! You sicken me!” 

“Say it all you want. It’s the end that counts, and at the 
end you turn into a wild woman. Never bedded one 
who's as hot and excited at the end.” 

Her whole body burned. “I've paid your price,” she 
told him. “In full, and over again and again. Surely you 
have one shred of honor in you. Surely my ‘debt,’ as you 
seem to regard it, no longer exists.” 

“Sure Hawk Gorham’s got honor, little lady. I told you 
maybe this is the last time, and maybe it is. I'll maybe 
look at it that way, if you're nice to me now.” 

“Thank you! But I've no intention of being—intimate 
with you!” 

“When did you make up your mind to that, eh?” 

“When I saw—” She indicated his apelike body. 

“I ain't accepting refusal,” he growled. “But. Seeing it 
may be the last, I'm going to make it special. I'm going 
to have me something to remember.” 

She met his eyes, unflinching. 

“Undress, Brigid.” 

“No.” 


her cloak, she didn't fight. Next he ripped her dress from 
collar through hem, and it fell away, severed. 

Shaking with rage, she removed her other garments, 
If she goaded him, he would rip all her clothes to shreds, 
leaving her nothing with which to cover herself on her 
way to her cabin. 

Though she moved quickly, he interrupted her con- 
stantly, pawing her, squeezing her breasts, once grabbing 
the blonde hair between her thighs, pulling it. By the time 
she was naked, she felt faint. Then rage gave her strength, 
and she revived. 

“There's beauties in New Orleans,” he mouthed, “but 
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not like you, b’God! It’s a shame I got to let you go, being 


“Remember,” he panted between blows and kisses, 
“they call it fratricide, what he done to his brother. And 
it'd be fratricide you'd be visiting on your own little 
brother!” 

She yanked fiercely. His hold didn’t give. She knew she 
shouldn't fight him, but she had to. He ducked his head, 
grabbed a nipple in his teeth, and bit. She felt the sting, 
then the deeper hurt, and knew he had drawn blood. He 
threw her onto the bunk, hurled himself onto her, hold- 
ing her spread-eagled as he chewed the other nipple un- 
til it, too, bled. 

In pain laced with rage and apprehension of what Ed- 
ward would do when he saw her nipples, she quit strug- 


gling. She was caught; she had to see it through. God knew 
it wasn’t the first time. So let him have his way. If only 
he would die, here and now, right on her body! 


This inspired her, set her to make of her body a true, 
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killing weapon. But instead of killing him, she felt that 
pain at her core, felt it spread and dig through all 
body. Devastated, wildly angry, she dug her nails into 


arms. 
And then the door burst open, 


Chapter 19 


Before she knew what was happening, Hawk was torn 
her and sent reeling. Bewildered, she pushed to a 
position just as he crashed into the wall at the far 
the cabin. In the same instant she saw Edward 
across the space toward the captain. 

Hawk charged, and they slammed together beside 
table. Edward drove from the shoulder, his fist i 
into Hawk's eye; simultaneously, Hawk's clenched fist 
smashed into Edward’s belly, doubling him, sending him 
backward in a half run. Hawk dived after him, eyes no 
longer blue but red, as though they'd caught fire. Edward 
stood half crouched, fists hard. As Hawk came at him, 
Edward danced aside and punched Hawk directly in the 
side of his neck. The blow would have staggered most 
men, but the captain didn’t even hesitate; his naked, hairy 
body lunged with sledgehammer force, one fist taking Ed- 
ward in the ribs, the other smashing his jaw. Edward 
retaliated, and there was a continuous thud of fist against 
fiesh: the captain beating Edward and Edward driving 
home blow after blow. 


He 
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Sure, and in so doing, they stepped to the side, first a step 
to the right, then to the left, in a merciless dance of 
death. 


Edward was red; he tried to jerk free, but Hawk, teeth 
clenched, dug harder. In return, Edward pushed his 
thumbs against Hawk's windpipe so relentlessly that Hawk 
lifted one knee and gave him a brutal jab in his genitals. 

They crashed to the floor, falling apart. They were up 
again, and somehow Edward had a knife. Hawk was stand- 
ing like an ape, hairy arms hanging, fists knotted, and the 
two men circled slowly, watchfully, death their only goal. 

Brigid made no effort to help either man, but crouched 
on the bunk as if she had been nailed to it. Even if she 


Hawk now had only his gross, mighty body for a weap- 
on. Edward had the knife. One swift, driving stab and its 
point could be buried in Hawk's throat. Edward charged 
the captain, knife up. Hawk bent his knees; the knife 
slashed air above his head, and he grabbed Edward by the 
knee, throwing him to the floor. Even as Edward shot 
up, knife ready, Hawk hooked his wrists with both hands, 
gave a mighty, twisting wrench, and the weapon clattered 
to the floor. 

Lightning fast, Edward jerked free. In one motion, he 
Wheeled sidewise to the charging captain and chopped 
the side of his hand across the back of his neck. Hawk 
staggered across the cabin. 

He caught his footing and they grappled again. Arms 
each other, they went into another macabre 
exchanging punches, each aiming for the throat. 


fi 
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They fell across the table, rolled off, clambered up, then 


met headlong. 

They've fought each other to a standstill, Brigid thought 
and was surprised. She would have thought that the cap- 
tain, with his huge body and his unholy strength, would 
have bested Edward long ago. But Edward was deceptive. 
He was as strong and as deadly as any weapon. 

His foot struck the knife, and it went skittering. Brigid 
dived for it and snatched it. She whirled on the men. 
They were slugging heavily, their breathing louder, more 
labored. 


She advanced on them. “Stop it!” she screamed. “Stop 
it, or I'll run you both through!” 

They fought on, not hearing. She had to stop them. 
For the captain of the ship and his passenger to kill each 
other—there was no way even to speculate as to what 
horrible outcome that would lead. 

She circled the grunting, enraged men, knife ready. 
She took aim at Hawk, set her jaw, drove the point into the 
muscular part of his shoulder, then wrested it out. He 
howled, tried to draw back the arm for a blow but 
failed. 

Edward took advantage of the small pause, cracking a 
fist into Hawk's nose and diving after him as he reeled. 
Brigid was on Edward's heels. 

“Stop!” she screamed. “Stop or—” 

But he didn't stop, and she sent the knife flashing 
into his shoulder, trying to place it as she had done with 
Hawk. She yanked it out and Edward staggered, then 
turned on her. Suddenly she realized they were no longer 
fighting, that they were gaping at her in furious disbe- 
lief. 


She gripped the knife. “One more move, and I'll get 
you where it'll be serious!” she panted. “I know I can't 
—both of you—but one of you is going to get it, and 
you'll have to take your chance which it’s to be, because 
frankly I don't care!” 

Edward and Hawk exchanged belligerent glares. 

She took advantage of their silence. “I mean it, don’t 


any mistake!” she cried. And she did mean it, She 
the weapon, and if she had to seriously injure one of 
to keep them from murdering each other, she 


“I'm going to kill him, Brigid,” Edward said, his teeth 
clenched. “And then I'm going to kill you.” 

“But I've got the knife. Even if I didn't have it, Ed- 
ward, and you—you couldn't get away with it. There’s 
the law.” 

“Sanctity of the home! The law’ll not touch me!” 

“And your brother,” Hawk snarled, sopping up the blood 
coming from his shoulder with a rag. “Lord Anthony Law- 
rence. Was that sanctity, too?” 

“You're mad. I don’t know what you're talking about.” 
Edward was expressionless. He drew out a handkerchief 
and began to staunch his own wound. 

“You're wanted for murder,” accused the captain. 
“There's a reward out. I've known since Liverpool, got me 
a spy there. Knew it was truth when I made your wife un- 
dress. She’s been paying for your safety. You just walked 
in on a payment for me to keep shut to the New Orleans 
law about you,” 

Edward shot a murderous, questioning look at Brigid. 
She met it unflinchingly, holding the knife, 

“What he says is true, Edward, He can have you ar- 
rested. And hanged.” 

“You could have saved yourself trouble by not busting 
into my quarters,” Hawk growled. “Now you're in for it.” 

“I came to tell you I want my gold unloaded first,” 
snapped Edward. “You're the one who played the fool, 
leaving the door unlocked.” 

“That's right. But nobody else’d have the gall to open 
the captain's door without knocking.” 
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other. Blood was seeping from their shoulders, running 
down their arms in dark rivulets. 

It won't kill them, Brigid told herself. And they de- 
serve it. She didn’t want to stab again, but she kept the 
knife ready as she sank to the edge of the bunk. 

“You're convinced I'm a Lawrence,” Edward said, star- 
ing at Hawk. 

“Yep.” The tone was vicious. “I got you under my 
thumb.” 

“In that event,” Edward said, speaking coolly, watch- 
fully, “I might consider reimbursing you. Not that I am 
guilty of murder. However, I am suspected. You have 
learned of it in some manner, and I do mean to avoid ar- 
rest so I can proceed with my affairs.” 

“Reimburse me how?” 

“The amount of the reward offered.” 

“Not enough.” 

“So.” 

They waited. 

“I might pay a bit more,” Edward said coolly. “It’s 
robbery—I'm innocent—but I can’t permit you to inter- 
fere with my plans.” 

“Not enough.” 

“How much do you want?” Edward demanded icily. 
“T'll make any bargain within reason. You'll be better off 
by far than with the reward.” 

“I liked things the way they was. Her—paying for my 
silence. It’s better than gold, matey.” 

“You bastard! Using my property, my wife—" 

“Oh, she fought me. But I'd say she took pleasure 
in the paying, fine lady though she is. She can’t hide the 
pleasure, see, not her, the perfect whore.” 

Catching Brigid unaware, Edward shot out his hand, 
wrenched the knife from her, twisting her fingers pain- 
fully, and was on his feet. Even as the knife slashed at 
Hawk, the captain, also on his feet, grabbed for Edward's 
wrist, winding it suddenly clockwise. Again the knife slid 
along the deck. Hawk after it. He tossed it out a porthole, 

“You'd be a fool to kill me, Lawrence—Edgerton— 
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whatever. You'd leave a trail of dead men, starting with 


“Get your clothes on, Brigid!” Edward ordered. 

She hadn't realized she was still naked. She picked 
her chemise, and while she was putting it on, a frenzy 
for Benjamin's future hit her, and she cried, “What 
your price now, Hawk Gorham? Now that my husband 
knows, what do you want for your silence?” 

“Do what your husband says. Put on your clothes,” 
Hawk growled, moving his eyes over her. “That's a ques- 
tion that'll take pondering.” 

“I don’t see that it requires long thought,” Edward 
lashed out. “You know I've the gold. You know I can pay. 
Name your price. But I warn you, it must be reasonable. 
It's blackmail, and the law doesn't look with much 
more favor on a blackmailer than it does on a mur- 
derer.” 

“When the little lady is dressed, I expect then I'll have 
my demands in order—Lawrence.” 

“Edgerton. There’s no legal reason a man can’t change 
his name. Hundreds do it every year.” 

“Specially in Texas. All right. Edgerton, Until you 
agree to reason.” 

“Hurry up!” Edward told Brigid, whose fingers seemed 
to be thumbs. She was embarrassed to have been naked 
before two men without realizing it. 

“There's your dress—in the corner,” Edward snapped. 

She struggled into its two halves, holding it together 
in the front. Her hair had fallen, and now the braid hung 
between her breasts. She retrieved her silver pins, though 
she dared not let go of the dress to wind the braid around 
her head. She put her cloak around her shoulders. 

Her fear for Benjamin rose anew, and she cried, star- 
ing at Hawk Gorham, “Now! I'm dressed! What are 
your demands?” 

“Sit. Both of you,” Hawk said. 

Brigid sank to the bunk, and Edward sat beside her, 
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rigid. She ventured one glance at his face, which held no 


“Well,” Hawk drawled. “Seeing that everybody's dressed 
but me—” He turned, went to where his trousers had 
fallen, and put them on, leaving his hair-matted torso 
bare. 

He straddled one of the benches, “Now things are under 
control of the captain,” he told them. “Which is proper, 
aboard ship.” 

“Get on with it, captain,” Edward said. 

“T've arrived at my price. It's sound and clear in mind. 
When we come to our understanding, things will be 


“I said get on with it!” 

“I get half your gold. Two boxes out of your four.” 

“T'll see you damned and in hell first!” 

“Plus,” Hawk continued as if Edward hadn't spoken, 
“half interest in your colonization grant.” 

“I don't know what you're talking about.” 

“I'm going to be a Texas empresario, one of them 
Was promactecs the Seni ee ee 
with you and Tiffany. There’s one big concession I'll 
make.” 

“You can make no concession because what you're 
saying is something you've dreamed. It doesn’t exist.” 

“I might agree to deprive myself of the favors of the 
lady as a bonus for you meeting my terms.” 

Stunned and frightened, Brigid listened. What on 
earth was an empresario or land promoter? Was Jay one 
of them? Or was Edward right, and Hawk was deluded, 
raving? And if this empresario thing did exist, was it so 
big that Hawk would blackmail Edward to get half of it? 
Could this be the business venture in which Edward and 
Jay were partners? 

“Well?” demanded Hawk heavily. “What do you say?” 

“How can I say anything? What you're referring to 
doesn't exist. I told you that.” 

Hawk spoke on. “When I'm full partner to you, when 


t 
concern to me. You'll be as safe as a babe in its moth- 
er’s arms.” 

“T'm not an empresario.” 

“That’s right. You're Aalf an empresario, because I’m 
other half. And when you collect from the settlers, 
get half of what you charge them for their land. 
have a full half of the land granted to 
plus acreage to me as settler. I'll be as 
important as you are.” 

“Oh, stop talking nonsense!” Brigid cried. 

Ignoring her, they continued to parry with words, Hawk 
insisting, Edward denying. She felt numb, not knowing 
what was at the bottom of it, and thought that all of life 
must truly be doubletalk and blackmail. 

“I deny, flatly, that I'm an empresario,” Edward re- 
peated. 
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his business, and I ain't done it, til now.” 
“I can’t imagine Tiffany whispering secrets,” Edward 
retorted. 


For once, Brigid was in accord with her husband. She 
couldn't see Jay having any secret whatsoever that anyone 
need keep. Yet she was convinced that Hawk really had 
gotten hold of some information, that he had knowledge 
that would force Edward to do what was demanded of 
him. 

“Tiffany sailed with me to Liverpool to collect some 
gold he inherited,” Hawk said. 

“I'm aware of that.” 

“He arranged to sail back with me, said he would con- 
duct his business in London in time. And he did.” 

“So?” 

“He was a man I liked having conversation with. He 
took dinner with me in this cabin more than once. And he 
was talkative, the way Americans are.” 


ilies in Texas. But then Moses died. 
“Stephen was only twenty-eight, but in 1821 he took on 
the job of colonizing and by 1831—just four years ago 


—he'd brought in fifty-six hundred Anglo-Americans. The 
city, if you can call it that, was settled by him in 1823. 
They called it San Felipe de Austin. It stood on the banks 
of the Brazos river.” 

“Intriguing! But what has that to do with us?” 

“I'm leading up to it in proof that I know about you. 
You've got to be convinced that I know the whole 
story, or you won't deal. As to yer wife, the little lady’s all 
ears. I can tell she’s never heard a word of this till now.” 

Jay had really kept his promise to Edward. He hadn't 
spoken so much as the word Texas to her, Brigid thought. 

“Go on!” ordered Edward. There was a new tautness 
to his voice. 

Brigid listened as Hawk resumed, his manner showing 
that he took great pleasure in the recital. “The life in 
Texas was hard, uncivilized. Tiffany went out there, 
looked things over. The ladies”"—he glanced at Brigid— 
“had to wear dull calico that cost fifty cents a yard. They 
cooked mostly what they called hog and hominy. Used 
homemade wooden spoons—-still do unless things have 


changed. 

“Austin made it a requirement that ev'ry colonist had 
to show evidence that his character was perfect, that he 
was a pure and hard-working man. All this excited Tiffany 
to the point that he got himself a signed paper from 
Mexico granting him colonization rights. He helped an- 


want no more Americans coming into their surroundings.” 
“He told you all this? Tiffany actually told you?” 
“Right at this table, eating! He told more. That he had 


for two parties to travel together.” 

“He didn’t mind telling his business.” 

“Why not? There's nothing secret about it. It wasn’t 
something that could be stole from him, he had no reason 
to keep it secret, not from me, a captain, who can hold 
his tongue. Many a passenger I've had that talked about 


Edward remained silent. Brigid knew he was seething. 
“You and Edward Lawrence, wanted for murder, are the 


in is our deal. You've got a paper from Mexico grant- 
ing you the right to colonize, Tiffany delivered it to you 
by hand.” 

“Has he discussed this matter with you on this present 
voyage?” 

“No. I asked him if things had worked out to his 
liking, and he said they had. I ain’t invited him to dine 
this voyage, because he had plenty of company, all of 


some stray fly he would brush aside. He sat frowning. 

“TI can tell you more, Edgerton.” 

“Then do it.” 

“Tiffany laid out for me the plan for granting land to 
settlers. Ev'ry head of a fam'ly and ev'ry grown 
man can get six hundred and forty acres. A wife gets 
hundred twenty acres, and each child gets one hundred 
sixty acres. The settler gets eighty acres for ev'ry slave 
he takes in, and that land belongs to the settler, not to 
the slave. The empresario charges the settler twelve- 
and-a-half cents an acre, and he pays for surveying and 
titles and keeps the profit. 

“That’s a big bargain. Taken against a dollar and @ 
quarter an acre for land in the United States, the twelve 
and a half cent charge will draw settlers fast and thick.” 

Edward said frigidly, “You've talked so much about 
empresarios—” 

“Do you still deny you're one?” 

“Thanks to Tiffany, no. But you've mouthed about 
and the Austins and Texas and calico, you've held f 
about settlers and acreage in Texas and acreage in 
United States and profits until it's no longer clear just 
what it is you're after.” 

“Oh, it’s clear. That mind of yours ain't let go one 
minute, You're accused of murdering your brother, and 
there's a reward out on you. You're a wanted man. I'm 
the only one outside your wife—them three lackeys don't 
know, do they, or Tiffany?” 

“They know nothing. Damn Tiffany! Why didn’t you 
take his gold?” 

“Because I ain't a pirate now, and I ain't got murder on 
him.” 

“You don't have it on me, either.” 

“Once you're locked up and letters go, you'll sing 
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diffrent. T've named my terms. Half the gold, half the em- 
presarioship, half the profit from the settlers. Take it or 
leave it.” 

Edward was silent, then nodded. “Done. The devil take 


you!” 

“After we land, we'll get the empresarioship made 
half and half, tight and legal. And your wife is safe 
from my attentions, no matter if she has grown a liking 
for them!” 


Chapter 20 
Brigid thought everything was settled. The men had at last 


stare each other down. What had gone wrong? Be- 
tween one breath and the next it had happened. How would 
it affect Benjamin? And Janie? 

“What now?” she demanded. “What's left to fight 


—Texas does belong to Mexico—to draw up this partner- 
ship?” 

“You having second thoughts, Edgerton?” 

“Legal thoughts. I am an attorney.” 

“Gold will do it, partner. Authority be damned.” 

“And in Mexico, when they receive such a paper. You 
think they'll honor it?” 

“You'll honor it. Because you've got to. They'll never 
see it.” 

Edward Lawrence hungered to kill this man, to do away 
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with him as he had with Anthony. If only this had come 
up while they were at sea, it would have been easy enough 
to have had him pushed overboard during one of those 
storms, and be rid of him, with no one to suspect. It 
couldn't have been proved that Hawk Gorham hadn't been 
washed overboard. He cursed inwardly that this gross 
ship's captain had him neatly cornered. But he wasn't about 
to give up. White with fury, he began to reason. 

“Say our deal goes through just as you've laid it out. 
You become half-empresario, get half my gold, and half 
of what the settlers pay for their land.” 

“Aye.” 

“What if you arrive in Texas, which is a wild, strange 
country, and you don’t like it?” 

“T'll like the profit. I'll like the power.” 

“Granted. But you're a seafaring man. You own this 
ship, can do what you want. A captain is king aboard his 
vessel; he's absolute master.” 

“An empresario is master of his settlers.” 

“In a manner, but not absolutely, as a captain is.” 

“He's king of the land, so to speak.” 

“Perhaps. Even so, you're still a seaman. You're neither 
a settler nor an empresario.” 

“You ain't either, but it ain’t stopping you.” 

“I understand you were once a pirate. No man has 
greater freedom, greater scope than a pirate.” 

“T'm still a pirate when there's a chance like this.” 


their door reading “G.T.T.,” meaning “Gone to Texas.” 

In Texas, then, Hawk would be no threat, but he’d have 
half the gold and be full partner in the land grant. Hell, 
Edward thought suddenly, the problem was simple. He'd 
go along with Hawk’s demands; he'd get to Texas, a free 
and wealthy man, on his way to greater wealth. Later he'd 
devise a way, with the help of his men, to dispose of the 
greedy sea captain. 

As he blew smoke rings Hawk had been studying Edward 
intently. Now he said, “You see, There ain't no way but 
mine.” 

Edward nodded. He started to rise. 

Hawk motioned him back. “I want to know the plans 
you fellows got in New Orleans. How long you mean 
to stay, when you'll be going toward Texas. Ev'ry- 
thing.” 


“We'll stay in New Orleans one month,” Edward clipped 
out. “Tiffany’s had advertisements in papers up and down 
the rivers, about Texas land. We expect to find settlers 
already here, and while they're being interviewed and 


166 $0 WILD THE DREAM 


turned down or accepted and instructed and outfitted, the 
advertisements will bring still more.” 

“How many you planning to take—three hundred 
fam'lies, like Austin?” 

“Not this first trip. We're thinking in terms of eighty 
or ninety families for a start. We'll bring in more later.” 

“Fam'lies, ch?” 

“That's what we need, self-sufficient units able to clear 
the land and build houses and put in crops. But we don’t 
want a lot of single men or unmarried girls traveling with 
parents.” 

“I'm a single man. Your three London men ain't mar- 
ried.” 

“My men will find wives while we're in New Orleans. 
They're under orders, and they're willing. You can do as 
you see fit.” 

Hawk's eyes slitted. He formed another smoke ring, 
his lips making a thick circle. Brigid glanced away. 

“When we have our settlers equipped,” Edward said, 
“we'll sail around the Gulf of Mexico to the Texas coast, 
then go by ox wagon to our land grants. We'll use the 
Sea Hawk and arrange passage on another vessel to trans- 
port everybody.” 

“I'm selling the Hawk, got a buyer any time. I won't 
have no use for her when I’m an empresario. We'll have 
to take passage on other vessels.” 

Edward gestured. “Your share of the passage money’ll 
come out of your pocket. The settlers will pay what they 
can, but it won't be much. They'll have to pay later, 
Very few of them will have money left by the time they 
outfit themselves and pay their twelve-and-a-half cents 
per acre.” 

Hawk stood, grinding out his cigar on a tin plate on 
the table. Edward also got to his feet, and Brigid, holding 
her clothes together, managed to stand with no assis- 
tance. Hawk opened another drawer and took out a pis- 
tol, which he jammed into his belt, its ivory butt all but 
hidden in the mat of hair, 
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“Now,” he said, “we'll go to the hold and mark two of 
them boxes with my name.” 

“Agreed!” Edward snapped, “Ten minutes from now. 
Tm going to escort my wife to our suite. Even you 
wouldn't permit the wife of an empresario to find her own 
way, not with her garments ripped to shreds. Additionally, 
Gorham, I'm holding you to your ‘concession’ 

Mrs. Edgerton. If you ever lay your paws on her again, 
I'll kill you, partner or no partner.” 

Hawk grinned and lit another cigar. “No problem. Take 
the little lady to her cabins, then join me in the hold.” 

Holding herself erect, Brigid let Edward take her el- 
bow. This time she thought he was going to crush the 
bone, but she gritted her teeth and fixed a calm look on her 
face. Benjamin was safe; that was what mattered. Hawk 
Gorham wasn’t going to go to the law about Edward. 
They would have a month in New Orleans, so she 
wouldn't have to break and run. She'd have time in which 
to make plans. 

Edward pulled her along the passageway so fast she 
stumbled. At their door, he gave her a shove; and she 
went staggering into their sitting cabin, crashing onto the 
table, striking her head. She lay there for an instant, a 
sharp pain in her head, and her vision blurred. 

She managed to get up, her cloak and dress falling 
away and sliding off. Her feet touched the floor, and she 
stood, hands behind her, gripping the table. 

The cabin was a blur, and the blur was whirling. There 
were also sparks, more and more of them. Somewhere at 
the middle of the sparkling blur, at the edge, was Edward. 

Because of him, she let go the table with one hand and 
tried to find her dress, but it was really gone. The floor 
moved under her feet, and she began to fall. 

He caught her. He grabbed her arms, digging his nails 
into her flesh, and then he shook her. Her head jerked 
back and forth, her long braid flying out like a soft, hurt- 
ing whip. 

“Slut—whore!” he gritted. “If only I could kill you. But 
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“forget it! Our wounds are only pricks and will heal 
fast.” 

Despite the way he had treated her, Brigid was relieved 
that she hadn't seriously injured either of them. What 
counted was that she had stopped their fight. 

Now he put on a clean shirt and coat and was gone. 

She was a throbbing mass of pain. She wanted nothing 
more than to sink to the floor and curl up and wait for the 


of a man off herself, a man she hated. 

Already the marks from the strap showed; some had 
turned into welts that would later become bigger, wider. 
Others would appear. Her nipples were bleeding from 
Hawk's teeth and from Edward's strap. 

After she was clean, she walked slowly, painfully, to the 
cupboard and took out a dress with a very high collar 
and long sleeves. It buttoned down the front, but 


sun, and she would bet there wouldn’t be a bruise on her 
face. 


Picking up her reticule, she started for Benjamin's 
cabin. 


Chapter 21 


Cat's first sight of Louisiana and the mighty river 
to the sea was disappointing. There was low-lying, 
on both sides of the Sea Hawk as she 
y up the pass under the command of the 
the water was red with mud and smelled of fish. 
the ship finally came into the river for the 
New Orleans, he couldn't see much change. Even 
dwellings they passed were nothing but mud huts. 
He thought of Lawrence Hall and the comfort 
he had enjoyed as valet to Edward Lawrence, 
Lawrence was an easy master, He demanded, 
perfect valet service, and he got more because 

he knew and held over Cat's head. 
Cat had been the sixth son of a fishmonger, 
first years of his life the only smell he knew was 
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When he was eight, and sent with his brothers to net 


had been simply luck that the witness 
began. Since there was no witness against his client, Ed- 
ward persuaded the judge that the case should be dropped. 

Immediately, Edward called Cat to his office and of- 
fered him the post as his personal valet. Cat stared, 
hair on his neck up. What was this bloke after? 

Edward made it clear that Cat was, indeed, to be 
valet but, further, was to be his connection with 
men he had working secretly for him. 

“In my position,” he explained, “I can't be seen wi 
such men. Living in my home, serving me, you'll 
good appearance. I can give you instructions, 
dress appropriately, pass on my orders to them, 
us will profit.” 

And so it had been. Until now. He was no longer 
valet, but a settler, to which he had no objection. There 
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be no fish smell in Texas, that was sure, and he 
not be in any of the tight spots he'd found himself 


Something had made Lawrence leave London in a hurry, 
with his brother still unburied. But that was none of 
Cat's worry. Lawrence had told him about the Texas land 
deal early and ordered him to tell Bellow and Link, saying 
they might all go to Texas. And if they did go, it would 
be quickly and at an hour’s notice. 

Well, it had been short notice. And it had been secre- 


given Cat orders, and he, Link, and Bellow had carried 
them out. 

Life would be different for them all in Texas, Cat 
thought, free and wide open and no danger from the 
law. Lawrence wanted each of them to take a wife to 
Texas so they could get more land. That was all right with 
him. He was tired of doxies; besides, a man never knew 
when he'd pick up the French disease from one of them. 
He’d go to one of those houses in New Orleans where they 
kept the girls clean and get a beauty, one that wore a red 


He stared at the red, muddy water and thought he'd 
be glad to get to Texas, ; 


Guy Bellow, who claimed he was twenty-five but looked 
older, came to stand beside Cat. His arm had healed from 
the fight with the highwaymen, and he was hale and 
ready for action. 

They didn't talk; they had never talked, except about 
orders from Lawrence, Edgerton now. 

Like Cat, Bellow had come from the very worst slums 
of London. There had been thirteen in his family, most of 
them girls. The girls went on the streets but never brought 
home much money, for which their tobacco-stained, grog- 
stinking father beat them. 

He beat Guy too, and twice the boy almost succeeded 


enough for him to live the way he wanted. 

Fearless, lusty, greedy but not overly ambitious, Guy 
was all for being a settler. If Lawrence was behind it, it was 
bound to be solid. He'd even, by God, get married. 

He watched the banks slide by and thought about what 
kind of doxie or maybe virgin, if could find a virgin 
willing to go to Texas, he’d pick. Lawrence had said for 
him and the others to make their own choice, just get a 
wife. Lawrence was all right; whatever he wanted Bellow 
to do for him in Texas, he'd stand ready to do i 


Link Drury saw his working partners standing together 
at the rail but stayed away from them. He had some 
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greedy, and merciless. He didn’t know about Lord An- 
thony’s death, but if he had known, he would have recog- 
nized, instantly, that there was underhand wor behind 
this run for Texas. 

He knew he had gotten his brains from his father, who 
had been a country parson, His mother had been smart 
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too, reading almost as much as the parson, and they made 


“He never did anything but be a smithy,” she would 
moan. “He could have done better, but he didn’t want to. 
He said books were for fools and weaklings and took pride 
in nought but his work.” 

“And women,” Link's father would add sadly. “And 
the brew.” 

Then he would open his Bible and read its pages, and 
Link would despise him for being a fool and a weakling. 
He continued to be a worry and a heartache to his par- 
who had no idea how smart he was, until he was 
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Then he took off, leaving them to mewl over his two 
sisters, and he went to London. Here he took up the 
gambling he had done on the sly in the village, and he be- 
gan to win more than he lost. His intelligence told him 
to bank most of his winnings, to keep out only a bit for a 
new gamble, and for years this was what he did. 

He met Cat one night over a gambling table, and even- 
tually they got to be close as most acquaintances dared get 
in that part of London. One day Cat stated flatly that he 
recognized Link's brain power. “I've a gentleman I'm valet 
to, as well as accommodating him in other ways,” Cat said. 
“He's high up, and he needs a new man—he lost one to 
the fever—to fill out a crew of three. It seems to me that 
with your brain and body power, he couldn't do better. If 
you want me to, I'll speak to him.” 


He was tired of doing nothing but gamble; he needed 
change and challenge. 

“It gets a bit sticky at times,” Cat warned. 

“What of it? Sticky is exciting, and I can use some of 
that.” 


So he had gone to work for Edward Lawrence and 
hadn't felt one regret. The pay was good, the work was a 
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challenge, and he could still gamble and wench on the 
side. He could also drink during the times Lawrence didn’t 
need him. 

He frowned. Lawrence. Edgerton. There was more be- 
hind that change of name than what his employer had 
said. Tiffany thought so, too; it showed clearly on his face. 

He dallied with the idea of changing his own name, but 
dropped it. Link Drury would do. He'd be the only Drury 
in Texas, he’d gamble a tidy sum on that, 
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Benjamin and Janie were watching her, their eyes 


She forced another chuckle. This one lanced through 
ber ribs, and she wondered if they were broken. “If 
you could see your faces! I'm perfectly all right, my 
darlings, I promise you. Everything works.” And every- 
thing did work, she thought, but at the cost of great 
anguish. “Janie.” 

“Yes, Miss Brigid?” 

“Have you finished packing?” 

“Yes, Miss Brigid. All of Master Benjamin's things and 
all of mine. Should I pack for you?” She asked this eager- 
ly, anxious to be of service to her lady once again. 

Brigid winced inwardly. She had forgotten all about 
packing her own garments and Edward's! And he, being 
in such a fury, had obviously completely forgotten that 
Cat no longer served as his valet and that his wardrobe 
hung in the cupboards yet. Regardless of current troubles, 
they did have to get their effects off the ship. 

“Not a stitch!” she confessed. “I haven't packed a 
thing! Nor has the master!” 

“Oh, Miss Brigid, he'll be so angry!” 

Brigid knew very well how furious Edward would be. 
She believed he might even be angry if she and Janie did 
his packing and handled his fine garments that he himself 
treated so meticulously. Yet, rather than have him go 
into a fury upon finding his luggage not ready when it 
came time to dock, she had to take the risk. 

Janie was watching her, pale and frightened. 

Brigid studied her freckle-covered, earnest face. She 
saw the goodness, the devotion, the anxiety in the so 
brown eyes. Remembering how she had received only 
kindness and warmth from the tiny but strong farm girl, 
Brigid felt a rush of affection. She believed she could 
trust Janie completely, she had to trust her. 

“We'd best get on with the packing, Miss Brigid. We'll 
need to get it done before—” 

“Of course. Benjamin—” She turned to him. 


“Oh, I'd like that! I've wanted to go alone!” 

“I know you have, darling. Well, Janie and I have to 
pack, which would be boring for you. So, rather than stay 
in the cabin, you may go on deck until we finish. But Ben- 
darling, do try to stay out of Edward's sight. He’s 
busy, he and the other men, and he might not 
of your running loose.” 

“Oh, I will, Brigid!” promised the boy, his face at first 
solemn, then breaking into a smile that made him so 
handsome she was overwhelmed with love for him. “He'll 
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Tl not let him see I hurt at all, she thought, anger 
rising. I'll not give him that satisfaction! 

She longed for Jay, for the comfort he could give her. 
She remembered how it had felt to be in his arms and 
knew, suddenly, that he remembered it, too. 

After Benjamin left, Janie went with Brigid to her 
cabins, and Janie dragged out the valises. Then Brigid 


stockings, slippers, and boots, piling them neatly on the 
bunk, ready to pack. 

When Brigid would have lifted one of Edward's bags, 
Janie came hurrying over. “No, Miss Brigid! No lifting, 
you're still so red!” She put one hand on Brigid’s fore- 
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head. “You're hot, but not like a fever. You've got to 
take care, or you'll get sick.” 

She put Edward’s bags, open, on the table in the sit- 
ting cabin, then came running back. “I'll pack for the 
master, if you can pack your things. That'll save you 
going between cabins.” 

“Thank you,” Brigid said, and began to fold a pile of 
chemises, trying to think how to open the conversation 
she must have with Janie. 

The girl rushed out, carrying a stack of Edward’s un- 
derwear. When she came back, she was weeping. Before 
Brigid could ask what was wrong, Janie burst out with it. 
“Oh, Miss Brigid, them awful brigands!” she sobbed. 
“] haven't had one single chance to talk to you, but I can’t 


by the triple rape. Mentally, she condemned herself for 
not understanding, no matter how she herself had been 
badgered and tortured, that Janie must be suffering deep- 
ly and needed comfort. How brave the grieving maid 
been, never to try to draw Brigid to one side, out of 
hearing of others, to give vent to her shame and outrage. 
Impulsively, she took the weeping girl into her arms, 
“Poor darling!” she exclaimed. “How selfish I've been! I 
should have taken you off a distance, when we were on 
deck, should have spoken with you of what happened.” 
“Oh, I don’t blame you, Miss Brigid! You went through 
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take such a thing easy!” 

“T'm all right, Janice. My husband—we've settled it 
between ourselves.” 

We're still settling it, she thought miserably. And there 
was yet much to settle concerning Hawk Gorham and the 
stab in Edward's shoulder. The beating was but a first pay- 
ment. He'd devise others, unless she succeeded in pre- 
venting it. 


Janie snuggled and wept harder. “I'm ruint, Miss Brigid! 
I can’t ever have a husband now! I’m used and dirtied! 
No man, not even some old widower on a farm with a lot 
of children, would have me now!” 

“You're not even soiled, you foolish darling!” Brigid 
gave Janie a loving shake. The gesture caused pain to lance 
her side, and she didn't repeat it. “What happened was no 
fault of yours, no fault of mine. You'll have a husband one 
day. You'll meet a fine young fellow worthy of you and 
wed him!” 

“And |-live a lie, not tell him?” 

“Tell him, Janie. The right man will never blame you. 
You'll have a husband, dear, I promise you!” 

A sudden thought hit her. “Janie, you—you're not in 
trouble from it?” 

“No, thank God, Miss Brigid! I had my reg’lar time. 
I won't have to bear no child fathered by one of them 


“Thank God, indeed,” Brigid murmured, not only for 
Janie but also for herself. She, too, had escaped that 
shameful fate. Though with what had happened with Hawk 
Gorham and Edward, the two of them—she shuddered. 
How terrible it would be to find herself in the family 
way and be faced with the question as to which was the 
father. What Edward’s reaction would be she well knew; 
he would never accept the child. What he’d do to her and 
Benjamin then, she dared not try to imagine. The only 
thing she could be certain of was that the punishment 
would be more severe than anything yet. 

This meant that she had to make her own move im- 
mediately. She stroked Janie’s hair and urged her to dry 
her tears. “It’s over now, dear.” 

“I know, and you’ve made me feel so much better! 
But I c-can't stop crying!” 

“You must, Janie. There’s worse ahead if—”" 

“Worse!” cried Janie, shocked out of tears. “What could 
be worse?” 

“Other things—even I don’t know what—can still hap- 


pen to you, Benjamin, and me, and the only way to stop 
them is for you and me to work together.” 

“Anything, Miss Brigid! I'll do anything!” 

“It's a long story, and it's ugly. We'll have to keep 
packing while I tell it, Don't let anything, no matter how 
it shocks you, make you lose time.” 

“I won't, Miss Brigid! I swear it!” 

Janie carefully lifted a pile of Edward's ruffied shirts 
and went into the other cabin. “You just talk, Miss 
Brigid. I can hear you, and I'll listen hard.” 

As she packed, every movememt slowed by pain, Brigid 
began to speak, telling of her life, beginning with the days 
when she and Benjamin had lived so happily with their 
father. She spoke of his death, of how she and Benjamin 
had gone to live with their aunt and uncle and of how her 
uncle had forced her to marry Edward Lawrence, 

“That’s the worst thing I ever heard of!” exclaimed Ja- 
nie, who was folding a pair of Edward's trousers. 

“Worse came,” Brigid replied, taking down one of her 
dresses. Carefully, going into detail, she told Janie every- 
thing that had happened involving Lord Anthony's death— 
about Edward serving the wine, about Lord Anthony 
dying from an overdose of his medication, about Edward 
putting small bottle into the slop jar. She told her every 
detail, omitting nothing. 

“That's why he started to Liverpool before his brother 
was buried!” gasped Janie, sheet-white, forgetting, for 
the moment, to pack. 

“And the reason you were brought along was you had 
made that very comment, Janie. He was determined to 
leave no witness behind!” ; 

“But to have this trip planned and ready!” 

“It was part of his plot, Janie. He planned to kill his 
brother to inherit, Then, if anything went wrong, he'd run 
for Texas—as he's doing. It was a long-range plot. He 
took months to arrange the Texas end so he'd have an 
escape if he needed it.” 

“And he’s getting away with it, he is!” 


of the welts that covered her, of the sharp pains and 
deep, throbbing aches she was, at this moment, enduring. 

And the pains were getting worse. She longed to clear 
away the garments on her bunk—no, that would take 
too much time. She yearned to fall on top of them and 
just lie there, But she couldn't; there was too much yet to 
be accomplished. 

“Miss Brigid, Miss Brigid,” Janie moaned. “He may be 


sure we keep our mouths shut!” 

“That's why. And to exercise control over me.” 

“We're caught, Miss Brigid! He'll drag us all to Texas, 
he’ll keep on being mean and cruel. He'll maybe even kill 
us, too, when he gets tired enough of us!” 

“Perhaps. Still, remember that he is himself being black- 
mailed. He has other things to occupy his mind, not 
just us.” 

“But what can we do, Miss Brigid? How can we get 
away from him? Have you got any money?” 

“Not a penny. Have you?” 

Janie flung her hands out in despair. “I spent my last 
on new boots. If only I'd known—” 

“The price of a pair of boots wouldn’t make any dif- 
ference, Janie, dear. We need more, much more.” 

“To run away from him? To be on our own?” 

Though it tore Brigid’s heart to think of losing Jay 


Tiffany from her life, she drew Janie to a corner 
cabin, as far from the door as possible, and 
whisper. Janie listened, her face pale, but she kept 
her red head, agreeing with every word her 
whispered. 
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“My husband and the captain are in the hold 
now,” Brigid whispered on. “If I know Hawk 
and I think I do, he'll demand that all four of those 
be opened on the spot. He’ll demand that the bars 
gold be lifted out and counted, then counted 
as they're returned to the boxes.” 

“But why?” Janie breathed. 

“He trusts nobody. He'll make sure, in Edward's 
ence, that his two boxes have exactly as many bars 
gold as Edward's. Which is good for us.” 

“It is?” 

“Yes. Because it means the nails will have been 
loosened, then driven back in, making it easier for us to 
pry the boards off again. Which we're going to do, if you're 
willing, so we can take some of that gold.” 

“What'll we use to open the boxes?” Janie whispered. 
She was almost finished with the packing now. “The men 
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got?” 

“Nothing but these,” Brigid said, producing her cut- 
ting scissors, the ones her mother had used in sewing. 

“Them, Miss Brigid? They're not very big.” 

“Have you anything better?” 

“I've got that small steel sewing rule, At least it’s 
strong.” 

“T've never seen it.” 

“But I've got it! Between that and your scissors and 
maybe one nail not being too tight we can do it. How 
much gold are we going to take, Miss Brigid?” 

“Only a couple of bars each. So our luggage won't be 
too heavy, and so we can keep them hidden. That will 
be enough. We can get away, have money enough to live 
on until we get work.” 

“T'll work, Miss Brigid! I'll get a post!” 
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“I think you'd better check on Benjamin now,” Brigid 
said, suddenly uneasy. “We've been so busy packing and 
talking, anything might have happened to him.” 

“But we haven't finished, and if the master—” 

“Janie, please! I'll finish packing. It’s almost done. Do 
you know where to look for him?” 

“That I do! He’s got a favorite spot, and he’s right. 
Once he tucks himself into that, he’s not easily seen.” 

She departed quickly. Left alone, Brigid gave in to her 
paining body and crumpled onto the bunk. It felt like 


she folded and laid on top of the other packed things. 
bags were harder to close because they were packed 
tightly than her own. She pulled, pushed, and bore 
and finally got the first one shut, then managed to 
it tightly. She was on fire with pain. The next bag was 
even harder to close, much more difficult to fasten, and 
every inch of her body ached. Prying a board off one of 
those boxes of gold would be even harder, so this was 
good practice. Instead of permitting her muscles to stiffen, 
she was forcing them to remain in use. 

Now with all her luggage and Edward's ready to go, 
she put on the bonnet that matched her dress. She still 
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She dropped the scissors into her reticule. Peering once 
more into the mirror, she decided she looked like what 
she was supposed to be, a fine lady dressed and packed, 
ready to step foot ashore in New Orleans. 

That was on the surface. Below, under the welter of 
marks and bruises, she was tremulous, knowing that what 
she and Janie meant to do was the most dangerous thing 
they could undertake, given Edward Edgerton as oppo- 
nent. No, she thought, not opponent, enemy. Blood enemy! 


She waited, but Janie did not return. How much time had 
passed? Twenty minutes—ten? She had no way of measur- 
ing, and every second seemed to be an hour. She was 
certain Janie would hurry, but she would have to take 
a@ moment in which to speak with Benjamin, to tell him 
he could stay right there and watch until his sister 
came, 

But would Janie think to tell 
would! She had heard the girl tell him similar things 
more than once, now, with their projected venture, 
Janie knew the importance of keeping him safely out of 
the way. 

The sewing rule! She would go and get it 
as quickly as her sore and beaten legs would carry her 
to the other cabin. 
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wasn't on top. 

Swiftly, trying not to disturb Janie’s carefully folded pos- 
sessions, Brigid ran her fingers down one side of the 
interior, then another. At last, at the very back of the 
bag, she felt velvet. Cautiously, so as not to disturb the 
other contents, she pulled the sewing bag out and 
opened it. 

The short rule was there, and it was strong. It would 
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do the job. Quickly she put it in her reticule. Last, she laid 
the sewing bag on the very top of the things in the valise, 
and sweating from pain, she struggled with the valise and 
wrestled it shut, then got the strap back around it, almost 
as tightly as Janie herself had done. 

She tried to run back to her own quarters, but 
couldn't. She was too weak to run; there were too 


“Janie,” she called, leaning against the wall. “Janie, are 
you here?” 

No answer. 

She went into the other cabin. Janie wasn't there, either. 
Oh, dear God, she wondered, how long Aas she been 
gone? It took me minutes—minutes—to get the rule. 
Where is she? What is happening? Has Edward finished in 
the hold? Has he noticed them, suspected something? 

But no. If he had, they would now be locked into their 
cabin. And very likely she herself would be locked in here. 
Dread took her. Edward could so easily soft-foot it along 
that passageway and lock her in now, and everything 
would be ruined. 

She dared wait no longer. She had to go on deck and 
see for herself, even though it meant risking having Ed- 
ward and Hawk Gorham spot her. 

Cautiously, she went along the passage, half-forgetting 
her pain in her anxiety not to be seen, She kept 
searching ahead for a sign of Janie. It’s not Janie being 
slow, she told herself, it's me, being in a rush. I've been 
beaten, I'm frightened, so much depends on this gold that 
time really does seem longer than it is! 

And suddenly Janie was there, running to her, love and 
understanding on her face. In that instant, Brigid saw Janie 
grow up. She let herself be enfolded by this suddenly 
grown-up woman’s arms and somehow refrained from 
wincing at the physical pain. 

“There, Miss Brigid, darling,” Janie whispered. “You're 
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so red even now! It’s time I did more in this mess. You've 
been through more’n what you've told me, I'd swear.” ~ 

Leaning gratefully against Janie, Brigid permitted her to 
Jead her into the sitting cabin and lower her to an arm- 
chair. She leaned her head back and stretched her quiver- 
ing arms along the arms of the chair. 

“There!” Janie cried softly. “You see! You're a brave 
lady, Miss Brigid, and we haven't got time now for more 
discussion, so I won't pester you. Did it seem that I was 
gone a long time?” 

“It did, Janie, really, it did!” 

“I made it fast as I could. But I daren't let Master 
Benjamin see anything was too much out of the usual, 
so I stood with him maybe two whole minutes, ad- 
miring the river. And then I took maybe two more minutes 
telling him not to move from that place, to pretend he 
was hiding there until you and me both come for him. 
He wanted to know why, because we're to land, and I 
had to take time to explain it’s a sort of goodbye game to 
the ship, and he liked that idea.” 

“Good Janie. Darling Janie.” 

“All the while, I was keeping a watch out for the 
master and the captain.” 

“And?” 

“I seen them going into the hold together. They was 
carrying prying tools and a sledgehammer. I had to wait 
till 1 was sure they'd stay down there before I ventured 
past the captain’s quarters on my way back here. That 
used up time, too, and me knowing you'd be worried!” 

“It’s fine, Janie, really it is.” 

“We've got to wait till they finish with the boxes, isn't 
that what you said, Miss Brigid?” 

Brigid nodded. 

“I want you to know, Miss Brigid, that if anything 
bad happens that we get separated, I'll keep Master Ben- 
jamin with me. I'll be a sister to him forever if we—get 
lost—or don't ever find you again.” 

Tears ran from Brigid’s eyes. She held out her arms, 


Janie hugged her tightly. “When we're alone, Janie,” 
igid said, batting away the tears, for now was not the 
to weep, “I want you to call me Brigid. We're the 
same age, we've been through the same—” 

“I haven't suffered nothing like you have, Miss—” 

“Brigid, just Brigid.” 

“I haven't had the trouble you've had—Brigid. And 
you so brave and daring! It’s all of it made me love you, 
that it has.” 

“And I love you, like a sister, Janie.” Gently she put 
the girl away and stood. Janie fought to control her sobs, 
wiped away her tears, and blew her nose. 

Worried about the time, Brigid asked, “How long do 
you think it’s been since you got back? How long have 
we been talking?” 

“Not but a few minutes, Brigid. Maybe five.” 

“We'll have to go on deck and keep out of sight so 
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Without warning, Janie shot noiselessly in, 
up a small, strong meat cleaver, held it concealed in 
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Their attention, however, was not on the banks of the 
river or on any building past which they glided. Nor did 
they look ahead, to see if the New Orleans waterfront 
was yet visible. 

Fiercely, Brigid willed it not to be. Fervently, she 
willed Edward and the captain to finish their task and 
clear the way for herself and Janie. Again, time dragged. 

When it seemed the men would never appear, Brigid 
spied the captain. Holding his stabbed shoulder rather 
stiffly, he walked briskly to the bow, where he stood 
with the mate and the bar pilot. He had no sooner got- 
ten there than Edward showed up. Edward didn't look 
around, just went striding along as he did when taking his 
constitutional, but his every move angry. 

Well, he would be angry, counting out half his gold 
to Hawk Gorham, Brigid thought. As he rounded the bow, 
striding faster, Brigid left her chair. She strolled toward 
the companionway, the steel rule jabbing her, Janie 
walking a step behind as befitted a lady and maid in 
public. Down the steps they went, along the passage, 
down more steps, and more. 

It was gloomy in the hold and very hard to see. A 
couple of dim ship’s lanterns hung from hooks, casting 
vague light. Crated goods towered everywhere; stacked 
bales sent out various odors. 

“In the middle of the hold,” Brigid whispered. “That's 
where they are.” 

It took a while, but they found the boxes. By the 
shadowy light, Brigid read the name Gorham on two, 
the name Edgerton on two, and the name Tiffany on one. 

She ran her fingers along one Edgerton box, while 
Janie did the same with the other marked Edgerton. How- 
ever, all the boards on all boxes were nailed down tight. 
Janie produced the cleaver, inserted its sharp edge under 
the edge of one of the boards and strained up on the 
handle. 

Nothing. 

“I'll try the next one,” she muttered, she placed the 
edge in the same manner and strained. There was a tiny 
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squeak. “The nail!” she whispered. “It's not tight like 
that other board!” 


place, and Janie went at it again, harder. 
“We could have done this before,” Brigid said, “but 


But she couldn't help. She had no strength with which 
to press down on that cleaver handle. 

Suddenly the squeak of nails was louder. In a moment 
they would have the board free, their gold out, and the 
board pounded fast again. 


Edward, livid because Gorham had now marked two 
of the boxes that were rightfully Edward’s with his own 
name, walked the deck in cold, seething anger. Once he 


ad ns on te te The boxes were 
the same size; the gold bars were exactly alike. They had 
removed only a few layers, but it had angered Edward 
beyond endurance. 

He'd worked hard for that gold; he’d manipulated 
estate deals; he’d foreclosed on mortgages. More than 
witness at a trial had disappeared, at the hands 
aids, never to be seen again, to ensure Edward 
winning fee from a client. And of course there 
Brigid’s dowry. There was no way he could reconcile 
himself to parting with that which belonged to him and 
him alone. 

On impulse, knowing it to be madness, he walked faster, 
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making for the companionway. He would change the 
name Gorham on one box to the name Edgerton. Mean- 
time, before the bastard found out what he had done, 
Edward would devise a way to convince—or force— 
him to suffer the change. 

He went down the passage, all the steps, into the hold, 
walking as softly as Cat did. He had little time in which 
to accomplish this; it must be done and he back on deck, 
his troublesome wife and her brat of a brother at his 


expected law officer, alerted by New York, must give him 
more than an admiring glance. 

He was so taken with this concept that he was almost 
upon Brigid and Janie before he was aware of them. He 
took in what they were doing instantly. 

He tore the cleaver from Janie, throwing it aside. 
Then, before they had run more than a step, he over- 
took them, clamped an arm of each, and marched them, 
stumbling and half running, up the companionway, along 
the passage, up the next steps and down the passage to 
Janie’s cabin. 

He threw her inside so hard she went reeling across 
the deck, and then he closed and locked the door. 

“Edward!” Brigid cried. “Don't punish her! It was my 
fault, my idea!” 

“I can bet on that,” he gritted. He yanked her along 
by the arm so that she had to run sideways or fall and 
be dragged. At their door, he thrust her inside and threw 
her into a chair. 

“Where’s the brat?” he demanded. 

“On deck. He's—I’ll get him, Edward.” 

“Like hell you will! I'll find him! I know how to deal 
with a shit-heel ninny!” 

Not trusting her, knowing she'd run, he yanked her out 
of the chair and into the bed cabin, Then, after throwing 


the bunk so that she fell over the valises 
on the deck along it, he went out locking first the 
cabin door, and next the passage door. 

It was then that Brigid wept. 
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Chapter 24 


Before the ship docked, Edward brought cabin boys for 
the luggage. Brigid waited eagerly to see whether Ben- 
jamin would appear, but he did not. Had Edward found 
him? she wondered, alarmed. She studied his icy face. 

It seemed logical that, if he had failed to locate Ben- 
jamin, he would be enraged. But he was so filled with 
anger at her, at what she'd done, and at Gorham’s hold 
over him, it was impossible to sort out any one anger 
and identify it. 

He was enraged, was he? she thought on a surge of 
anger. Well, so was she! As many things had happened 
to her as to him. He was fleeing for his life, granted; so 
was she, through no fault of her own, but because of his 
deed! 

“Did you find Benjamin?” she asked. 

His eyes hardened. “I did.” He stood aside as the 
last bag-laden boy went out. “We'll go on deck now and 
be among the first to disembark. Shall I take your arm, 
dear?” 

Scorning his false concern, she managed to sail through 
the door, chin high. “No, thank you,” she said firmly. 

She was careful to move as though nothing whatsoever 
had happened, as though her body was not a mass of 
aching bruises. Her ribs were cracked, maybe broken. 
Even so, she would accept no part of his so-called help; 
she'd not give him permission to take her elbow and per- 
haps break it. 

On deck, seamen were on the move, bringing the vessel 
alongside the dock. Hawk Gorham was still with the mate 
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gerton escorted his lady ashore, she speak. She would 
show him that she, too, could play the game of silence. 

An open carriage was waiting not far from the ware- 
houses. A cabin boy piled their luggage on top of the car- 
riage, accepted a coin from Edward, then went scurrying 
back to the ship, weaving among the many carriages and 
the thickening groups of le, 

In the brief moment before Edward’s merciless hand 
had half wrenched her into the seat of the carriage, Brigid 
had looked for Benjamin's and Janie’s bags among the 


tween Edward and herself. 

“I presume,” Edward said smoothly, “you're looking for 
your brother. I've noted your craning and staring. Quite 
unsuitable behavior for the wife of a gentleman.” 

“Of course I'm looking for him!” she cried hotly. 
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“Janie, too! Where are they—what have you done with 
them?” 

“They're quite safe. I don’t like your tone, Brigid. I 
do admire spirit, but not when it goes into disrespect, 
when you scream like a fishwife. I'll take steps, if you don’t 
control yourself.” 

“Where are they?” she pressed. 

“Locked in their cabin, at the moment. When we're 
our hotel, Bellow will take the girl to a rooming 
house and pay for her to be under—restraint. Cat will 
take your brother to a respectable family, pay his room 
and board. He'll be adequately cared for.” 

Brigid set her jaw and spoke very low, with extreme 
calm. “T'll not go to the hotel without them.” 

“But you will, Brigid. You ruined my plan to save half 
my gold today, half of what I let Gorham have. And 
whom did you think you were dealing with when you be- 
trayed me with Gorham?” 

“You know the reason for that!” 

“And the reason for trying to_steal my gold—what was 
that?” 

“It was Benjamin’s money I wanted, and only a bit of 
that!” 

“Every pound was dowry. Which is mine.” 

“Well, you stopped me! Can't you be content with 
that? Can't you—” 

“No. I have my own welfare to consider, first and fore- 
most.” 

“But Edward,” Brigid cried, truly puzzled. “Why 
shouldn't they be at the hotel with us? Your money—” 

“Is safe. What remains, I'm putting most on deposit 
at the bank of Louisiana. I'm exchanging a few bars for 
gold and silver pieces to use in Texas. The others, Gorham 
and Tiffany, are doing the same.” 

“But Benjamin and Janie,” she insisted. “They're no 
threat to you, no bother to me.” 

“It’s your own fault, my dear. You've earned punish- 
ment, and you're going to receive it. Regarding your 
brat of a brother, you'll not see him until we sail for Tex- 
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as. And not then if you defy me or misbehave in any way 
or speak to anyone of our private affairs.” 

She should have known. She shouldn’t be so stricken 
over this move, but she was. They were to be in New 
Orleans a month. An entire month of not knowing where 
Benjamin was! Or Janie. Tears seemed to course through 
her, but didn’t leave her eyes, for she blinked them away. 

Though she felt it was useless, she made an attempt to 
reason with Edward. “If you let them come to the hotel,” 
she said, “I give you my promise. I'll be as circumspect as 
you wish, and so will they. They were while on shipboard, 
you know that.” 

“Granted, But you could run now, the three of you. 
You couldn’t do that on the high seas. T'll not risk—in- 
deed I'm making it impossible for you to impede me in 
any manner. We stay in the hotel, you and I. We go to 
Texas as planned. Meanwhile, if you cause any trouble, 
any at all, the brat and the wench will pay for it, and so 
will you.” 

She caught herself drooping, but then straightened. 
A month was an eternity, if she had to wait; it was scant 
time if she could find Janie, if they, together, could find 
Benjamin. 

The carriage rolled smoothly, the horses’ hoofs clipping 
smartly. Soon they drew up before a three-storied, fine 
wooden hotel. All its windows were covered with orna- 
mental ironwork that looked like black lace. 

“Heah’s the Armand, suh,” the coachman said. He 
jumped down and tied up to an iron hitching post. “Finest 
in the city since the last fire, the one that burnt two fine 
hotels, suh.” 

“Yes, yes,” Edward said impatiently. “If this is the best, 
it'll have to suffice.” 

“It the best, suh. Yes, suh!" 

Negro pages in uniform hurried out and began to un- 
load the bags and valises. Edward stepped out of the 
carriage, put up his hands gallantly, crushed them around 
Brigid's waist, lifted her and set her down on the walk. 

She felt nauseated. Her ribs really must be broken, 
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or at least cracked. She had thought the pain of breathing 
was from being beaten. Now, struggling to keep from faint- 
ing, she realized that she had been hurled into the table 
in the cabin, and more than once, by Edward. 

They went into the lobby, Edward's fingers resting 
lightly, for once, under her elbow. At the desk, when the 
clerk turned the register for him to sign, he made a show 
of being solicitous. 

“> rallarodinr gs pected ef gran Nc 

Am I feeling ill? she thought, wanting to burst into 
tears. My God, I feel like I'm going to faint! She almost 
swayed, but clutched the edge of the desk, and Edward 
took her arm and supported her, not crushing, but holding 
her much more tightly than necessary. 

Now she did sway, but only a bit. Edward steadied 
her, his fingers digging into her bruised arms. Her head 
whirled. She breathed deeply, carefully, and it stabbed 
like fire. For an instant, she had to accept Edward's sup- 
port. But then her mind cleared, she knew she could stand 
on her own, and tried to draw away. He wouldn't let her 
go, but put his arm around her. “My wife is feeling the 
effects of the voyage,” he said. “We've only just landed. 
Show us to our rooms immediately. Your best rooms,” 

“Oui, monsieur,” said the dark-eyed, black-haired 
French clerk. “We have the bridal suite ready. It will take 
not even a moment, if madame can manage the stairs. 
If not—”" 

“I can manage,” Brigid said. Quelling the instinct to 
pull away from Edward's hated, encircling arm, she forced 
herself to turn to him gently. “Dear,” she said, playing 
the false part he required of her, “I'm strong enough to 
walk by myself.” 

His face set in considerate anxiety, he permitted her to 
stand away from him. She, in turn, permitted him to hold 
her elbow, and together they walked up two flights of 
red-carpeted stairs. 


Chapter 25 


Their ‘suite consisted of large, airy rooms decorated in 
blue. The windows reached from floor to ceiling, barred 
outside’ with the lacy ironwork she had noticed earlier, 
covered inside with tiny louvered shutters that were open to 
the gentle breeze. There were no drapes or curtains, and 
she believed this was due to the humid climate, for cloth 
of any sort would have interrupted the flow of air. 

The floors were carpeted in deep blue, and the sitting 
room was furnished with white-painted French furniture. 
There were two sofas, a writing desk, tables, and several 
chairs, some with caned seats and backs. That's for cool- 
ness too, she thought wonderingly, remembering the solid 
wood and velvet in London. 

The bedchamber, too, was furnished with white-painted 
French pieces. The bed was a four-poster, the posts deli- 
cate, coming to graceful, rounded points at the top. There 
Was mosquito netting caught up in loops at the top, ready 
to be loosened and dropped at night to keep out mos- 
quitoes, which she knew, from overhearing one of the 
seamen talking about it, beleagured New Orleans in the 
summertime. 

There was a small dressing table with three mirrors, 
one set in the middle, the others like movable wings, 
that anyone sitting on the caned bench in front 
could see not only her face, but by moving them 

with 


gq 
= 


side views and even the back of the head. 
There was a bath off the bedchamber, fitted 
stand, a big toilet chamber, and even a tub, long 
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to sit in and stretch out one’s legs. The pitcher on the 
washstand was filled with water. 

One of the pages, who was adjusting a shutter, saw 
Brigid glance into the bath. 

“The water in the pitcher is fresh an hour ago, madame,” 
he said. “If madame or monsieur wants,”—he inclined 
his head first at one, then at the other—“bath water will 
be brought to fill the tub.” 

Brigid thought of the comfort water would put into 
her beaten flesh. “Oh, I'd love a bath!” she exclaimed. 

“Later,” Edward told the page. “Madame will require 
her bath before the midday meal.” 

“Yes, suh,” the Negro agreed, bowing. He accepted 
the coin Edward dropped into his palm and was gone. 

She was alone with Edward, and she was furious. Was 
he going to punish her at every turn, even decree when 
she could take a bath? Couldn’t he derive enough satis- 
faction in parting her from Benjamin: didn't he believe 
she had suffered enough? 

“Why shouldn't I have a bath now?” she demanded. 

“Hold down that temper, slut! You can’t have a bath 
because I don’t choose to wait.” 

“Don't choose to wait for what?” 

“To bed you.” 

He came toward her, removing his coat. She backed 
away, hands out to hold him off. 

“Not that! This morning—I’m—” 

“What about this morning?” 

“You—the strap. Your shoulder, too.” 

“A scratch. And don't try to use a mark or two of 
your own for an excuse to evade your wifely duty, you 
dirty—slut. I merely touched you.” 

“It's not the marks,” she said evenly. “It's my ribs. When 
you—” She dared not speak too pointedly lest he attack 
her again, so she tempered her words. “—I fell across the 
table. Very hard. I believe I cracked my ribs, even broke 
them.” 

“Damnation!” 
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“You were very rough, Edward.” She threw aside dis- 
cretion and went on. “You were brutal, and you threw me 
across that table more than once. I want to see a doctor.” 

“Are you out of your mind?” he whispered. “How 
would it look for me, a man of importance, to call a doc- 
tor to look at my wife’s broken ribs, granted they are 
broken, which I doubt! It would draw attention to me, the 
sort of attention I have got to avoid. There'll be no doc- 
tor.” 

Her side hurt so badly that even to breathe in a shallow 
manner pained her. She wondered if a broken rib could 
pierce a lung. 

“Doctors keep silent,” she persisted. 

“But he'd wonder. And that could lead to—TI'll trust no 
one. Cracked ribs heal. So do broken ribs. It only takes 
time.” 

“And if I'm forced to keep to my bed, and in the end 
you are obliged to call a doctor? That won't do either, 
Edward, for the hotel people to know your wife is bed- 
ridden and receiving no medical attention. That, too, would 
draw attention, a great deal of it. Also speculation because 
you are such an important man.” 

“Take off your clothes. Let me see just what it is you 
think I did to you.” 

Because it was the only way to convince him, because 
if she didn’t disrobe, he would tear her clothes off and 
that would hurt beyond description, she turned her back 
to him and did as he asked. 

“Turn,” he ordered, after she had undressed, and she 
turned in a complete circle. She looked into the mirrors 
as she circled and was shocked at the state she was in. 

Welts marked her all the way around, from her neck, 
across her shoulders, chest and back. They curled down 
over her breasts, stomach, and hips and made a kind of 
circular ribbing around her legs to the ankles, like a pair 
of macabre stockings. Some of the welts were red, some 
looked dark; in other places, the strap had cut through 
her skin and left trails of blood. 


face and wondered if he were even impressed by what he 
had done to her, wondered if he had beaten other girls. 
“I presume you feel sorely abused!” he snapped after 


afraid to inflict any more on her, lest he kill her. 
“I hope you've had your lesson,” he snapped. “All you 
have is some marks, which will heal and fade. Plus sore 


kill a wife for that. Yes, even if she had been forced.” 

She stared back at him, unflinching. She had never felt 
more lost, more helpless, not even in the cave or with 
the captain. Then the assaults had been momentary; even 
Hawk couldn't carry on forever. 

But Edward could. He could use her, torture her if she 
wasn’t strong enough to fight him off, for months, 
all her life. Well, she would 
would come, and she would 
would be rid of this fiend. 

He could abuse her today because she had been 
en and was weakened. But he was right. She would h 
oh, how she would heal! And when she was strong again, 
she would scheme and plot as cleverly as he did. No, she 
corrected herself. More cleverly. 

She had been so deep in frenzied thought that she hadn't 
noticed what Edward was doing. Suddenly she saw that 
he was taking off his clothes. She gritted her teeth. So he 
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As it was, she walked carefully to the bed, got onto 
it with the least possible jarring, and lay flat. Everything 


“I don’t know what you're talking about.” 

“A few lashes with a strap, and you come to bed 
like a lamb. This is a first for us. I shall celebrate it.” 

He pierced her so hard it jolted her, slashing pain 
through her side. He made a few thrusts, pushing fresh 
agony into her ribs, and then he stilled and began to 
speak. 

“In the event,” he said, “that you wonder how I can 
bring myself to touch you, my being of the nobility, and 
you the playtoy of brigands and pirates, the answer is 
simple. They have served to whet my passion, to sharpen 
my pleasure. After all, what else do I need you for?” 

“To keep your secret, for one thing!” she flashed. 

He laughed, one cold sound, and then he loosed his 
passion. She lay utterly limp, both unable and unwilling 
to move. 

He moved quickly, his speed increasing, and with it the 
pain deep inside her increased. She thought she might die 
of it. 

Every thrust hurled her further toward full womanhood, 
far in advance of her years. Every renewed assault con- 
vinced her that finally the last shred of the shyness and 
innocence of girlhood was being killed. At the end he 
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three times, then fell away from her. She didn’t 
stir, couldn't move. 

Edward went into the bath, and she heard the splash of 
water as he poured it into the basin. After washing, he 
came back into the chamber naked, put on fresh clothes, 
and combed his hair. At the door, he turned. 

“['ll order your bath up now,” he said. “You see, my 
dear, I'm a proper, thoughtful husband.” 


pose, and she glimpsed his dark blue robe in it. 

Bent forward, favoring her side, she stumbled across 
the floor. Thank goodness, she could give in to her misery, 
just a little! When she was alone, she didn’t have to force 
herself, every moment, to walk as if nothing hurt. 

She had just put on the robe and settled on the edge of 
a chair, when a tap sounded. She called to enter, and it 
was Edward. He noticed what she was wearing at once and 
looked displeased, but he said nothing. 

He opened the door wide, speaking impatiently. “Step 
up! Get the tub filled! Madame is waiting!” 

A small parade of pages came in, each carrying a bucket 
of water. Some of the buckets were steaming hot. She 
could hear the wonderful sound the water made as it was 
poured into the tub. 

When the pages came back, Edward ordered them to 
unstrap and open all the bags, including his own. When 
they had finished, he gave each a coin, and they left. 

“You wanted a bath,” he said now. “I'd suggest that 
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you get up on your two fect and walk to it. Surely you 
don’t expect to be carried!” 

It took all her remaining strength, but she pushed up 
from the chair. Teeth clenched, she moved to the bath. 
She wished to run, to jump into that blessed, full tub, 
but she wouldn't have done so in his sight even if she had 
had the strength. 

In the bath he snatched his robe off her, scraping it 
roughly along her sore body, and hung it on a hook be- 
hind the door. She gripped the rim of the high-standing 
tub with both hands, lifted one leg over the side and then 
the other, lowered herself cautiously until she sat full 
length in the warm, delicious water, which reached to her 
nipples. The glorious warmth seeped into her aching body, 
comforting and healing. She leaned her head on the back 
of the tub and closed her eyes. 

She was aware that Edward had sat down on a stool, 
first pulling it to the middle of the room. 

Her eyes flew open. “You're not going to watch!” she 


“Certainly I am. I've never seen you bathe, and it is my 
husbandly right to do so.” 

“T'd think you'd—” 

“You think I'd what?” 

“R-rather watch when I look—well, normal.” 

“T've seen you with and without the marks. I've seen 
you after the brigands pawed you and after Gorham 
poured his filth into you. This, of the strap, is my own 
doing, and I find that it—rather excites me.” 

“T'll not be beaten to excite you!” she cried. 

“That’s not what I said. But it did happen, just the one 
time, and since it did, I mean to receive full value from it. 
Pick up the soap and lather yourself.” 

The soap was a small oval bar and smelled like violets. 
She took the wash cloth from the rim of the tub, dipped 
it into the water, and rubbed it over the soap until she 
had worked up a lather. Then she soaped her face, washed 
her ears and neck, and rinsed them. Next, gently because 
of the pain, she bathed her arms, shoulders, and the top 
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how to excite a man, especially in the bath,” he said. “I'll 
reserve that pleasure for tonight after dinner. I assume, 
from the way you act, you are enjoying the water.” 

“Yes,” she admitted coolly, “I am.” 

“You wish to soak, then?” 

“I do indeed,” she said as coolly as before, “It’s the 


soaks a day, you'll soon be yourself.” 

“I'm surprised that you're concerned!” 

“It’s not concern for you. You're young and healthy. 
You'd heal fast without any special treatment. However, 
the tubs will hasten the process.” 

“And no undue attention will be drawn to the Edger- 
tons,” she pointed out, not able to hide her scorn. 


She was so angry she moved to get out of the tub, to 
and dress, but he motioned her to stay. “A 
That's a strict order. I'll have to wait, then 
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“T've been dressing myself all my life!” 

“You're to wear that green gown, the one that buttons 
from a very high collar down the back to the waist. You 
couldn't reach the buttons. I'll have to do it for you.” 

He went out of the bath, and she lay back, eyes closed, 
luxuriating. Presently she smelled tobacco and knew that 
be was smoking. 

While she soaked, she considered. He was concerned 
about her injuries because he cared about appearances. He 
really did have to maintain a decent front in this city. 
He dared do nothing out of the way, dared not rouse 
any suspicion. His very life depended on his getting to 
Texas. 

That was why, instead of hiring a hotel maid to help 
her dress, he was going to do it himself. That was the 
only reason he wanted her to heal quickly; otherwise, he 
wouldn't have cared how long the welts remained on her 
skin or how much she suffered. Just so she didn't limp 
and wince; just so she didn't betray her pain where others 
would see. 

She fell into a doze, head against the tub. Just before 
she nodded off, she thought about washing her hair, but 
that was too strenuous a task just yet. 

Edward woke her by kicking the tub. “Get out!” he or- 
dered. “Our noon meal will be up shortly, and I want you 
dressed and ready to eat it.” 


In the weeks that followed, Brigid healed. Only traces 
remained on her body, and these were fading. Her side 
was slowly improving. She kept to the bridal suite, soaking 
three times a day, using an ointment on the weals that 
Edward had consented to procure for her, exercising, very 
gently at first, then a bit more, and afterward simply rest- 
ing. 

She missed Benjamin and Janie sorely, but Edward 
snarled that they were safe, and she believed it. She 
missed Jay. She longed for him, then mentally berated 
herself because she was another man’s wife. And then 


Each day Edward buttoned her dresses for her, his 
fingers quick and sure, his manner impatient. She knew it 
galled him to play lady’s maid, and mentally she 
shrugged; he'd brought it on himself. 


The 
them, all smiles and bows. “Madame,” he said to Brigid, 


how 
how you miss the watering places of Europe. I do hope 
you find the baths adequate; I impress upon the pages that 
your tubs are their most important duty.” 
“It works out perfectly, monsieur,” Brigid murmured 
and followed him, with Edward, to a table specially re- 
served for them. 


had to cover his tracks even before they were made, 
During dinner, Edward couldn't have been more solici- 

tous. If she hadn't known better, she would have thought 

he'd had a change of heart. She knew, however, that his 


the events of the hours he spent away from her. She did 
it for Benjamin and Janie. Given her way, she would claw 
out those black, shining eyes, and would turn Edward over 
to the law for the murder he had committed. 

As they ate the delicious French cuisine, Edward spoke 
of the amount of time he and the other empresarios spent 
at the business of interviewing settlers. More were arriving 
every day, and Edward, apparently, was as determined 
that only those of integrity be accepted, as Jay himself. 

Brigid ventured to ask where Jay and the other men of 
their party were staying. Edward replied they were staying 
near the settlers, at the waterfront. Casually he threw 
out that Cat had inquired about her, as had Tiffany. That 
Jay had asked after her welfare sent a glow through her. 

Edward said that he himself was buying firearms to 
carry into the untamed land of Texas. The settlers, too, 
once they were accepted, were arming themselves if they 
did not already own weapons. 

Further, he was consulting with Cat, Link, and Bellow 
about the wives for whom they were looking, even as 
they equipped themselves with items they would need in 
the new country. 

By the end of the third week, Edward lost patience 
helping Brigid dress. It happened when he was in the 
midst of buttoning her gown. “I'm sick of this!” he ex- 
claimed. “It’s bad enough that I had to give up Cat's 
services as valet-—” 

“Why did you give them up, Edward?” 
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“Because since I married you, we've been in cramped 
quarters ever since, first on the ship, now in the hotel. 
It wouldn't do for the valet to see the mistress dis- 
habille. And now he'll be settling on his own land. 

“This—" He gave an unnecessary yank and continued 
buttoning. “It’s absurd!” 

“You don't have to do it,” she said coolly. “There's 
Janie.” 

“Precisely. I've given that consideration and careful 
thought. I'm ordering her to the hotel to look to your 
needs. Your few marks are gone now. And you will not, 
of course, speak to her of them. Or of your ribs.” 

“I won't, Edward.” And she wouldn't. It would only 
upset poor Janie. The painful incident was virtually over, 
and she was certain that Edward would not risk repeating 
it. 

“Agreed, then. Further, I'm giving you permission to 
go about the shops, Janie in attendance. There’s one shop 
where you may charge reasonable purchases to me.” 

“I don't need anything, Edward. I have my trousseau.” 

“How can you be so quick mentally at times, then on 
another occasion, as now, turn stupid? Calico. Remember 
calico? That’s what Texas women wear. For common use, 
both you and the wench are to dress in the cloth of the 


Brigid had to admit that he was right. The fine garments 
she had brought from London would be out of place in a 
settler’s cabin. 

“Can you sew?” he demanded. 

“T can sew. Janie, too.” 

“I warn you. Just because I'm permitting her to serve 
you, don't try to run. You'll have no money, not a coin, 
you don’t know where the boy is, and you can't find out. 
Every move you make against me will increase your pun- 
ishment. In the event you do run, I shall get you back, 
and you'll never see the brat again. You'll be in Texas, and 
he’ll be God knows where.” 

He had her, for sure. She could only agree to his 
terms. 


Janie came to her that afternoon, face wet with happy 
tears. They embraced, clinging to each other. 


where 
Brigid shook her head. Edward would be more devious. 
“Benjamin,” she said now, “ ‘93 


sore, on the alert. They passed fine, iron-trimmed houses 
and walked around the new Garden District. As they 
walked, Brigid thought of Jay. It tore her even to think 


Chapter 27 


“The men have found wives,” Edward announced at the 
beginning of the fourth week. He and Brigid were at the 
table in their sitting room, eating breakfast. “We're going 
to havea spate of weddings. Even one of our empresari- 
0s,” he continued scornfully, “is taking a bride.” 

Her heart seemed, literally, to stop. Jay! Some other 
woman, some lucky, beautiful girl, would know the haven 
of his arms, the delight of his touch! 

Edward shot her a glance. His forehead creased, and his 
face took on an angry flush. 

Now he was in a rage. Dear God, why? What had she 
done now to provoke him? Nothing, she thought, anger 
setting her heart to beating faster. 

Before she could speak, he flared. “Don't tell me that 
Gorham intrigued you to the point you don't want him to 
marry!” 

Relief flooded her. “I couldn't be happier,” she declared 
so openly that his frown vanished, leaving his visage in 
its usual cold state. 

“We'll have to recognize the new couples,” he said, 
scorn edging his tone. “Gorham will demand recognition 
because he’s an empresario, and my own men will expect 
it for past services rendered.” 

“There'll be four marriages?” she asked, keeping the 
tone casual. Her heart was another matter, but he had no 
way of knowing what it was doing. 

“Four among our immediate group. No others.” 

So relieved that Jay wasn’t a bridegroom she was gid- 
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os Bese asked, “How are you going to recognize these 
es 

“T've told them to bring their women to our sitting 
room tomorrow night. There'll be a few other settlers 
too, but nothing you can't manage. The hotel manager is 
making arrangements for the food and drink. All you 
need do is put on your loveliest gown and play the hostess 
enough to make them feel at ease. This Texas venture is 
democratic.” He said the word sarcastically. “Every man 
ee beth ea qped ee te nent Comin heh going to be 
a settler.” 


was 
her trousseau. The bodice dropped so low her breasts 
swelled above it. The skirt was four yards around; it 
was gathered and fell in shimmering folds to matching sil- 
ver slippers. 
Her blonde hair, which matched the silver gown, Janie 
i and 


ribbon band set with brilliants, across Brigid’s forehead. 
Surveying herself in the mirrors, the brilliants glittering, 
hair almost as bright, Brigid feared she was too fine for 
the occasion. 
But Edward, who had dressed earlier, came in and 
looked her over with approval. “Splendid!” he exclaimed. 


“The others will be in their best. You'll outshine them, 
which is proper, being the wife of an empresario. I 
Wouldn't have you different. See that you conduct yourself 
appropriately.” 
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The first to arrive was Hawk Gorham. He was in his 
best uniform and had the most pleasant expression Brigid 
had ever seen on his ugly face. When he spied Brigid, 

put his hand back, and pulled forward the 
woman who had followed him in. 

“This is my woman,” he announced. “Mrs, Susanna 
Janas, tomorrow to be Gorham. I was lucky to find her. 
She’s a new widow woman.” 

Susanna Janas was tall, rawboned and strong. She wore 
a decent black silk dress with a brooch at the collar. About 


Brigid's heart went out to her. She crossed the room, 
hands out, and felt them gripped by Susanna’s calloused, 
hard hands, 

“Welcome, Susanna,” she murmured. “Oh, welcome! 
My name is Brigid, and I hope everyone will call me that.” 

The older woman gazed into Brigid’s eyes, then put her 
strong arms around her, and they embraced. “We'll be 
friends,” she said simply. “We all of us need to be friends, 
where we're headed.” 

After they were seated, Gorham as close to Susanna as 
he could get, the captain began to boast. “I'm lucky to 
get this woman, here. Her man was in New Orleans— 
come to join the Texas trek—and died of lockjaw. She 
needed a man, she’s got two boys, twins. Gives me con- 
siderable extra land, my woman having two boys.” 

Susanna’s face grew red while Hawk spoke, but when 
he pawed at her hand in a clumsy pat, her color went 
back to normal. “I’m as lucky as he is,” she said quietly. 
“Here I was, a lone woman with two lads of twelve— 
Berend and Bertram—some equipment for Texas, but not 
enough, and was left a widow. My only regret—” 

“Told you to forget that,” Hawk cut in harshly. “Con- 
dition you was in, me, too, you needing a man, and me 
needing a woman. And time short. We've got to get mar- 
ried fast if we're going to get married at all. Specially 
with me being an empresario. That right, Edgerton?” 
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It wasn’t quite clear whether he was referring 
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Her 
pulse went mad, and her skin burned. This was the first 
time she had been this close to Jay in weeks, and she 
didn’t know what to do. 

She wrenched her eyés free, telling herself that she 
imagined the dazed look, the longing in his. He wasn’t 
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“Yes, that’s right. I'm quite rested now.” 

“And that he boarded Benjamin out so you'd be able 
to get back to yourself.” 

“Y-yes,” she replied lamely. She couldn't deny it, 
couldn't risk starting a controversy at Edward’s party. 

“Tm sure you've missed him, but he can be lively.” 

“T’ve missed him. I'll be happy to have him back.” 

He shifted uneasily on his feet, not liking some faint 
nuance to her tone. But she was all right. He was seeing 
that with his own eyes. 

“Mrs. Edgerton—” he said quickly, to hide his feelings. 

“Brigid. I'm asking everybody to call me that. Al- 
ways.” 

“Brigid, then. I want you—and your husband—” he 
added as Edward joined them, “to meet Bob Mabrey.” 

A strong, broad man of forty or so moved forward 
and took Brigid’s hand in his. He had a calm, assured 
face. “It's a pleasure,” he said. Then, stepping aside to re- 
veal a woman who might have been his twin, said, “My 
wife, Mary.” 

Brigid shook Mary’s hard, firm hand, instantly sure that 
Mary was a good, down-to-earth woman. 

“This is our daughter,” Mary Mabrey said, her voice 
as earthy as her husband's. “This is our Lil.” 
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A vibrant laugh sounded, young hands captured Bri- 
gid’s hands, and she found herself gazing at a slim beauty. 
She had tawny blonde hair and tawny, uptilted eyes and 
brows. 

“That’s the most beautiful dress I ever saw!" Lil cried, 
and her voice was rich. “And you're the most beautiful 
girl!” 

Brigid took in Lil’s dress at a glance, It was of a soft, 
thin cotton and was a brown-gold color. She wondered if 
the perfection of color had been deliberate or accidental. 
She wanted to draw her hands free, but could not. For 
Some stranigesTemin, she: was‘ uneasy about tip: pirl,al- 
most nervous over her. 

In the next moment she knew why. Lil whirled away 
from her somberly clad parents, away from Brigid in her 
silver glitter, and hooked both arms around one of Jay's. 

“Isn't Brigid the loveliest lady in the world?” she de- 
manded. Then, when he didn’t answer, but stared from 
Lil to Brigid, his violet eyes clouding, the girl ran to 
Brigid and embraced her. 

“We're going to be best friends, we've got to be! And 
I'm asking you now, when and if I get that stubborn mule 
Jay to say he'll marry me, I want you to stand up with 
me!” 

Jay looked uncomfortable. 

“Lill” Mary Mabrey cried. “We're all strangers yet— 
watch your tongue! They may not realize you're only 
funnin’!” 

But Lil wasn't joking, Brigid knew. Lil was madly in 
love with Jay Tiffany. It showed in the way she looked at 
him, it sounded in her voice when she spoke of him. 
would capture Jay, Brigid turned with relief to greet the 
others who came in all at once. She shook hands, mur- 
mured names, sorted out which person was which, and 
memorized faces, knowing there would be many more, 
once she met all the settlers. 

Cat, wearing his finest, was the first of Edward's men 
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introduce his fiancée. Her name was Annette, she was 
using the word “oui,” at every breath. She was 
beautiful, with coal black hair and nearly black 
was dressed like Brigid's, but without the 
wore a flaming green dress of stiff brocade. 
about in little whirls and turns, a red, ruf- 
petticoat showed under the green. 

seemed to be very proud of her, and she was 
and fiercely in love with him, obviously jealous if 
he so much as looked at another woman. 

Brigid wondered where he had found her. 

He had a pair of homespun and calico settlers in tow. 
These were Elmer and Carrie Storm, from St. Louis, but 
they hadn't known Jay in St. Louis, they said. They were 
thirties, weathered, childless, though Carrie 
rigid, when they had a moment alone, that 
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Frankie, whom a neatly dressed Link introduced as 
in her mid-twenties. She was tiny, 

brown-haired, and gray-eyed. She had a sharp face and a 

sharp 


tongue. 

Brigid learned that Frankie was American, that, she 
had met Link in a shop, and he had talked Texas, and she 
had grabbed onto the idea. She struck Brigid as greedy, 
not too honest, and clever enough to know that Link was 
the best she could find as a husband. 

“My husband is connected with the empresarios close,” 
she boasted. “I'm going to have a couple of kids, fast 
as I can. Link thinks he can work it so we can get extra 
land for them. He’s gonna manipulate it, is the way he 
puts it.” 

Somewhat breathless from her encounter with Frankie, 
it was almost restful to greet Bellow and his bride-to-be. 
Very neat in dark clothes, Bellow introduced his intended 
wife simply as Rita. She was slender, dark-haired, gray- 
eyed, and wore a low-cut red dress and green petticoat 
that flicked as she walked. Brigid noted, with amusement, 
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that her costume was the reverse of Annette’s and won- 
dered where Cat and Bellow had found them in such a 


Rita look flirtatiously at all the men. When she came 
to Brigid, however, she dropped her flirtatious glances and 
drew her to a corner. 

“I hope you don't mind too much, madam—” 

“Brigid.” 

“Well—Brigid. But I come from one of them houses, 
same one Annette was in. We're best friends, me being 
only two years older. We always made a contrast, French 
and American. Cat and Guy found us there, took a 
shine to us, and here we are. But we wouldn't want to 
cause no trouble among the rest, though we dearly want 
to go to Texas.” 

“If your husbands have no objections, why should any 
of us?” Brigid asked. “This is a new life we're all going 
into. Most of us are from different backgrounds. My hus- 
band and I came from England.” 

“Cat and Guy, too. I come from Pittsburgh at the 
start, thought New Orleans would be heaven. Only I 
couldn’t make a living until—well. Guy, he’s a strong man. 
He’s put an end to that for me.” 

All the guests having arrived, there was much eating 
and some drinking. Edward had taken care, Brigid noted, 
that there wouldn't be enough spirits to allow those 
present to overdrink. She smiled to herself, a trifle bitterly, 
for she could almost hear him say, “I'll not have this suite 
filled with drunken louts!” 

It was with satisfaction, as the evening progressed, that 
she watched the level in the wine bottles. It went down 
slowly, none of the women accepting a glass and the men 
drinking in moderation. This was partly, she knew, that 
they were on their good behavior, being in the fine hotel 
suite of one of the empresarios. 

Even Gorham, after his second drink and a direct look 
from Susanna, set his empty glass aside and did not pick it 
up again. After the laughter and subdued banter had lasted 


for some time, Jay Tiffany suggested that they have @ 
business meeting. 

“Oh, Jay,” teased Rita, batting her eyes at him. “Why 
be serious? You haven't even got a wife yet! I think that’s 
what business we should take up first!” 

“I agree!” laughed Lil. 

Brigid glanced swiftly at Jay. He looked as if he had 
heard nothing. Then she glanced at Lil. The girl was still 
laughing, her red lips lovely, even white teeth sparkling. 
But her eyes were serious. 

“J'm in no hurry, folks,” Jay said easily. “But the time’s 
coming down on us, and we don’t want to leave any ques- 
tion hanging.” 

“I think we should go over figures again,” Bob Mabrey 
spoke up, “so we can be sure it's clear to the others who 
are depending on being led.” 

“I agree,” Edward put in. 

He was about to take charge in his highhanded manner, 
but then an easy motion of one hand, a shift in his posi- 
tion, drew every eye to Jay instead. He had them in the 
palm of his hand, Brigid thought proudly. And it was right 
that he should head this meeting; he was the only full 


“What point do you think is most important to our 
settlers, Bob?” Jay asked, turning his look on Mabrey. 

“Cash. Cash and acres. They've got to know for certain, 
family by family, acre for acre, dollar for dollar, where 
they stand and if they can really afford to go along. 
Every head of a family and every grown single man can 
get so much, a wife gets so much, and each child a bit. The 
settler gets eighty acres for every slave he takes in, only 
we all voted not to take slaves in yet.” 

“Twelve and a half cents an acre may be cheap,” put 
in Elmer Storm, “but it counts up.” 

“Add it up for us, Tiffany,” Cat said lazily. “I want my 
private figures verified.” 

“We'll figure it roughly, on the basis of the average 
family we've got lined up,” Jay said, “That's a man, his 
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wife, two children, The man gets six hundred forty 
acres, his wife half as much, each child half as much as the 


“That adés to—m'm'm—one thousand, two bundred 


He looked at her and asked what she wanted, 
“Horses, my man, when you get the time.” 
He snorted, but agreed, scowling. 


wanted to go to Texas. Not that she had any choice; Ed- 
ward would see to that. But surely in Texas, the way Jay's 


ward meant to impress her with how far into the wilderness 
he was taking her, how far from freedom, she listened 
keenly to Jay, alert for any scrap of information that 
might help her. 

She knew that Janie, who had been allowed to wait 
in the bedchamber to serve any of the women, was listen- 
ing, also. 

It wasn’t until midnight that the party broke up. All 
were to return two nights later, the engaged couples having 
married by then, at which time they would firm up the 
actual departure. 

It was with a heavy heart that Brigid saw Jay leave 
with the Mabrey family. Lil had tucked her arm through his 
and was laughing. He was smiling down at her, 

And then the door closed, and she was alone with Ed- 
ward, 


glance, seeming to through lavender gown 
she wore. 
The guests were before, which indicated 


at that instant that he loved her, but hadn't yet recognized 

the fact. Somebody strong and kind and clean loved her. 
Then Lil rushed to him, and all his attention was on 

her, and Brigid was swept by doubt. Had she only 

ined she saw warmth in his eyes, his gladness 

same room with her? 
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how to solve her dilemma. But she couldn't tell him; 
had a low opinion of her. She recalled again the day when 
he abruptly stopped in the middle of their lovemaking. 
Now he called the meeting to order. “We've arranged 
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passage to Texas on two vessels for ninety families and 
their effects,” he stated. “All the settlers will be ready to 
sail two days from now.” 

“That's awful quick,” put in Elmer Storm. “Could be 
some more folks’ll show up if we wait even a week longer.” 

“I hardly think so, from letters received,” Jay said. 
“Further, we can't forget that on April sixth, 1830, a 
Mexican decree was passed checking more immigration 
from the United States. The object of this law is to colonize 
Texas with Mexicans and to spread Mexican troops 
throughout the province.” 

“But I'm English,” Edward interjected. “And I've 
brought three settlers from England.” 

“True. And with much effort and persuasion we have 
persuaded the Mexican government to honor our grants, 
even though five years have passed. We do, however, 
need to settle our grants without further delay, or we'll 
lose out.” 

“I'm of the opinion we can go about this at a reasonable 
pace, once we land in Texas,” Edward said with au- 
thority. 

“You may be right,” Jay agreed. “But ill feeling has 
been growing between the Americans and the Mexicans. 
Three years ago there were battles at Anahuac and Velas- 
co between American farmers and the Mexican soldiers 
stationed there to enforce the law.” 

“Precisely what laws did the Americans break?” 

“I'm not sure,” Jay said. “All I know is hearsay; but 
there was fighting. Which is a possibility we have to face, 
going in at this time. Feeling against us may have built.” 

The faces now were solemn, much different than they 
had been before. Shortly thereafter, the meeting broke 
up, every man and woman sober faced, but determined 
to go into Texas and make a home there. The feeling 
was, that since there were ninety families, they were set- 
tling adjoining grants, and would build their dwellings as 
close to each other as advisable, the Mexicans would at 
least tolerate their presence. 

Brigid, bidding each of them good night, felt a mount- 
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ing excitement that had nothing to do with Texas. Within 
hours, if Edward kept his word, she would be reunited 
with Benjamin! That they'd be going into the wilderness 
troubled her, but what was important was that she wouldn't 
be parted from her brother. 


They boarded at dawn. Brigid stood with Edward near 
the gangplank of the Carita, on which Edward meant to 
sail, but also watched that of the other vessel, the Orleans. 
Settlers were flowing aboard both ships, loaded with ef- 
fects, some of the women lugging heavy iron cooking pots 
filled with long-handled forks and spoons, at the same 
time clutching bundles under their arms and herding their 
children before them. 

Cat and Annette brought Benjamin. 

His face was sober, blue eyes roaming, and Brigid knew 
he was searching for her. “Benjamin!” she called, letting 
her voice rise above the clamor of the settlers and the 
shouts of the seamen. “Here I am. At the Carita!” 

He located her, his face brightened; and he came run- 
ning into her arms. She held him close, kissing his brow, 
then held him back and looked at him anxiously. “Where 
have you been, darling? How did they treat you?” 

“I stayed with Mr. and Mrs. Fortier. They've got a big 
house on Rampart Street and a pretty, walled-in patio. I 
wasn't allow outside, but they had André, he’s my 
age, and we played. They said I'd be with you after a 
month.” 

“They were good to you, then?” 

“Oh, yes!” 

She thought of how often she and Janie had walked 
along Rampart and couldn’t estimate the number of times 
they must have passed the very house where he had been 
kept prisoner. 

She caught sight of Jay near the Orleans, then glanced 
about and discovered that Edward and Gorham were on 
the deck of the Carita, occupied with directing the load- 
ing of their effects. 

Suddenly she saw the chance for escape. She stood for 
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an instant, her mind racing, while Janie, who had been 
standing next to her, hugged Benjamin. 

Without thinking Brigid ran to Jay who was, at the 
moment, standing alone. She blurted what she had to say. 
“I need money! Badly! If—if you'll lend me some, r'il— 
I'll give you my wedding ring as surety. And I'll pay you 
back every cent, I swear it!” 

She had to make him feel her need. For with only a 
bit of money, she could take Benjamin and Janie now, be 
gone, and Edward would have to sail without them. Faced 
with the choice, she knew he'd take Texas. 

For a fleeting moment a warm look came to Jay's 
eyes, then vanished. He looked stern. “Why ask me for 
money—why not ask your husband?” he demanded. “Or 
are you planning to do something else behind his back?” 

She couldn’t deny it. And she couldn't tell him she 
needed to run away from her husband. Then desperately, 
she cast reticence aside and parted her lips to explain, 
rapidly, why she had to go, but saw Edward approaching, 
and the moment was lost. 

“I got the two cabins,” he announced. “One for the 
wench and your brother, and one for us. Come. We're 
boarding at once.” 

Bested for the moment, she went up the gangplank and 
onto the ship. She wasn't surprised when Edward locked 
Benjamin and Janie into their cabin. 

“They can have the freedom of the deck after we sail,” 
he said, “and you can have it now. If you enjoy being 
crowded and jostled.” 

He took her to their cabin, then left to inspect how 
his equipment had been loaded. Brigid unpacked the things 
they would need on the short voyage along the coast of 
Texas. She finished as she felt the motion of the vessel 
and knew it was setting sail. 

She hastened along the short passage, up the compan- 
fjonway and onto deck, which seemed to be packed solid 
with people, equipment, and oxen. 

“Brigid, am I glad to see you!” exclaimed a rich, lilting 
voice, 
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She turned. “I didn’t know you were sailing with us, 
Lil,” she said. “Welcome aboard.” 

Lil made a small pout. “Jay’s on the other ship,” she 
moaned. “I'd counted on the romance of shipboard. Well, 
at least there'll be the wagon train!” 

Brigid felt let down. Now, again, she wouldn't see Jay. 
Not until they landed. But then he won't see Lil, either, 
she thought, and recognized again that she was almost 
jealous of the girl, even though she did like her. 

That night, after the inevitable bedding, Edward be- 
gan to talk. “I presume you're happy to be with your 
brother.” 

“Of course. And grateful that you left him with a good 


“I didn’t want him turning delicate. That would make 
a bad impression.” 

“Yes.” 

“You've had a taste of being parted from him, of not 
knowing where he is or what is happening to him. See 
that you don't cross me again. If you do, he'll disappear 
forever. Is that clear?” 

“You love to threaten me!” she flared. 

“The point is, I'll carry out my threats. There’s more, 
so listen well. About Gorham or any other man you may 
take a fancy to: if amy man touches you, I'll kill you 
both.” 

Brigid remained silent. 

Edward began to boast of what he had accomplished, 
what he would still accomplish, in spite of Anthony's will 
and Hawk Gorham's blackmail. 

“I'm an empresario, I have settlers, and Ill bring in 
others. I'm ahead of Tiffany, even if he is a full em- 
presario, because I have three loyal, proven men at my 
beck and call. With the addition of the settlers they've 
already brought under control, they'll constitute a small 
private army under my command.” 

Brigid said nothing, and he continued. 

“If it’s true the Mexicans want to make trouble, we're 
ready with our ninety families plus our extra men to hold 
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them off. If we do have a skirmish or two, we have noth- 
ing to fear. Not with our own army and five strong leaders, 
counting Cat, Link, and Bellow.” 

“Six leaders,” Brigid said. “There’s Gorham.” 

He laughed coldly. “That bastard should have kept 
his hands off you. And off my gold. He should have 
stayed with the sea. Wilderness life is hard. He may never 
live to reach our grant.” 


Part Three 
Pi 


The Empresarios 
1835—1836 


Chapter 29 


They landed on the Texas Gulf coast in an area between 
the Nueces and Lavaca rivers. When the vessels trans 

ing them moored in the quiet little bay, the women 
and children were sent ashore first in small boats, crossing 
the deepest water, each individual laden with all the pack- 
ages and paraphernalia she could carry. 

Brigid, Janie, and Benjamin went in the same boat 
with Lil and Mary Mabrey, Susanna and her twins, 
Frankie, and as many others as could cram themselves 
and belongings into it. All of them were silent, struck with 
the gravity of being about to set foot on Texas earth. 
Even Frankie, who rarely abstained from chatter, uttered 
not a sound. 

Brigid felt the small thud when their boat touched 
shore and gripped her bundles so they wouldn't slip. 
Susanna was clucking to her boys, warning them to be 
ready, to hang tight to their belongings, but she made 
scarcely any sound in the bright morning. The others 


was upon them. 

Three more loads touched shore at the same time. 
Brigid stood, keeping an eye on Benjamin to see that he 
Kept his balance, and they stepped out of their boat, fol- 
lowed by Janie. The rest of the women and 
including those from the other boats, clustered about 
Brigid in a silent group. It was almost like the answer to 
a prayer, this standing at last on the soil which 
they had journeyed so far, of which they had spoken 
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and dreamed, trying to imagine what it would be like, and 
which they were ready to love. 

Even Brigid, who had been brought here against her 
will, felt the lure of Texas, felt it rise in her. She looked 
up at the high, blue Texas sky, as though she had never 
seen a sky before. It reached heavenward forever, its blue 
clear and vivid, with what seemed to her to be the big- 
gest, whitest, fleeciest clouds in all the world. 

The oxen, yoked to wagons, were half swam, half 
driven ashore by men on horseback. They toiled onto the 
flat bank as though it were sharp and difficult, and Brig- 
id realized their loads were heavy, for the wagons were 
packed with most of what the settlers would need. 

Now the silence ended. Men shouted at the oxen. The 
women ashore called excitedly to each other, and the 
children began to run about and squeal, Benjamin their 
leader. 

Frankie was chattering, squealing like a child, making 
sure all the women knew that Link—the strongest man in 
the whole mess of settlers—was her man. She had the ring 
to show for it, and show it she did to those who would 
’ tear their eyes from all that was going on to look. 

Unexpectedly, Benjamin ran to Brigid and drew her 
aside. “Let's not go with Edward on his wagons,” he said, 
“I don’t like him.” 

“But darling, how else would we go?” 

“With Jay, he'd take us. We could stay with him all 
the time, I bet! And we'd always have fun.” 

She knelt beside him, swiftly explaining what it meant 
to be married. “I’m his wife,” she ended. “We have to stay 
with him, darling. Understand?” 

He nodded. Then, with a sudden change of mood, he 
went streaking back to his playmates. Brigid stood alone, 
saddened that he couldn’t have what he wanted, that she 
could never give it to him. Or to herself. 

When all the people were ashore, with Jay moving 
about among them, and when all the oxen and wa 
and farm implements were safely unloaded, the final 
ment came. The Carita and the Orleans set sail, 


pat 


THE EMPRESARIOS ' 233 
for a Mexican port and a cargo to take back to New 
Orleans. 

Brigid watched her last link with civilization move away. 
The lure of Texas deserted her, and she longed, knowing it 
to be out of the question, to sail with them. She turned 
back to Texas. 

Then hope crept into her. Surely, under this high blue 
sky, those pure clouds, the friendly sun, with Benjamin 
at last safely with her, life would be less tortured. 

She watched Jay, Edward, and Hawk, along with their 
main helpers, form the wagons into orderly lines. Jay 
called the adults into an informal gathering. “Folks,” he 
said, “we've got something over a hundred miles to travel 
through Indian-infested territory. On the coast are the 
Karankawas and the Attacapas, fish eaters. We probably 
won't be attacked by them, but we'll see them. They'll 
know we're here, and they'll watch. 

“Farther on, we've got the risk of Apaches and Coman- 
ches, and they're a different matter.” 

“You mean,” Edward cut in, “that they'll be on the 
prowl, attack anybody?” 

“Not that, exactly. The Apaches are in conflict with 
the white man and with the Comanches, too. The Coman- 
ches are nomadic, they never have a permanent camp, 
and they're dangerous.” 

“We've got over ninety men,” Hawk Gorham said. 
“With only a hundred miles to go, even the Comanches 
won't have much time to find us, much less attack.” 

“A hundred miles with oxen is a long trip; it could 
be several weeks,” Jay replied. “If we had horses for the 
Wagons, we'd make maybe twenty miles a day with luck. 
I explained that in New Orleans, you'll remember.” 

“And I pushed to get horses then!” ejaculated Hawk. 
“Everybody knows I did! We should've required the set- 
tlers to get horses!” He broke off, muttering curses. 

Edward nodded, but didn’t speak, his sharp movement 
Saying it all. 

“It was made clear in New Orleans,” Jay reminded his 
fellow empresarios, “that none of our settlers had the 


now we're here and can catch them.” 

“It takes time to catch wild horses, more time to 
break them,” Gorham said, not cursing now, but his man- 
ner surly. “Now, because we ain't got horses, we've got to 
run a bigger risk of Indians.” 

“We've got to deal with matters as they are, not as we'd 
like to have them,” Jay said firmly. “In view of that, I 
suggest we split into two separate trains, forty-five families 
to each. The lead train will start first, and the second 
train will start an hour later. We'll do that each morning 
for a few days.” 

“For what purpose?” clipped Edward. 

“To divide the attention of any hostile tribe. Their 
war parties are generally small. They'd likely attack 
one of our trains so they’d not have to split their force. 
ig pst ap se eet acer a ea 
of the one under attack.” 

“Without horses?” mocked Gorham. 

“Part of the men. We've a number of horses.” 

“Do you think we can make it to the grant without 
* attack?” asked another man. 

“As I told you in New Orleans,” Jay replied, “there’s 
no predicting what redskins will do. It’s a risk we have 


: 


“Yes. I say we buy horses in Goliad, let the settlers pay 
us back out of their crops. It’s about halfway to our 
grants, which would put us safe in a couple of days out of 
Goliad.” 

“Who knows we'd be safe?” asked Bob Mabrey. “Any 
Se ere a See Ot le ah ee oF eae 
trail, seems to me.” 
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There was a murmur of agreement. 

“I want the horse buying put to a vote,” demanded 
Gorham. 

All looked to Jay to take the vote, which he did without 
delay. “Everybody for buying horses in Goliad,” he said, 
“raise your hand.” 

Only Gorham and Edward lifted their hands. 

“Those against,” Jay said, and all other hands shot up, 
including his own. 

“We've got more voting to make things clear,” Bob 
Mabrey said. “With two trains, we've got to have a man in 
charge of each one, a trail boss.” 


leader of the first train and to specify that his train be 
the lead train. It took a bit longer to elect Edward and 
Gorham co-leaders of the second train, because each 
wanted to be in complete charge. 

Hawk Gorham shouted out that he should be sole lead- 
er, with Edward as his aide, because of his experience as 
sea captain. “I know how to lead men!” he roared. “Rough 
sailors. I know how to fight pirates. Indians can't be 
worse’n pirates! I demand that you elect me for your own 
safety!" 

The settlers, however, voted Edward and Gorham co- 
leaders, authority equally divided. They further made it 
clear that there was to be no rivalry between leaders, for 
all their lives might be at stake. 

Quickly now, by vote, the other lead men were divided 
between the trains. Cat and Link would go with Edward 
and Hawk, as would Bob Mabrey. 

This division resulted in Bellow going to Jay’s train. 
Elmer Storm and Henry Smith, strong and able, also went 
to Jay. Another man, whose common sense and strength 
had made themselves evident, Dorn Piepmeier, was also 
assigned to the lead train. 

Now Jay shouted for his section to pull out. The men 
leapt to the seats of their wagons, whips at hand, and 
their women, wearing calico and bonnets, climbed up and 
sat proudly beside them. 
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Wearing bright, new calico, Brigid and Janie got Benja- 
min from among the playing children and settled him, 
protesting, on the tailgate of the first of their two wagons. 
Janie took her place on the seat of the second wagon, 
which she was to drive, having driven on her father’s farm, 
feeling important now, and Brigid settled onto the seat 
of their lead wagon, where she waited for Edward. 

She watched Lil race after Jay before he mounted his 
horse—his wagon was being driven by seventeen-year-old 
Tom Piepmeier—throw her arms around him, give him a 
hug, then race back to her parents’ wagon, laughing and 
flushed. 

Jay rode off before Brigid could see his face, and in 
that moment she felt exactly as Benjamin felt. She wished 
with all her being to travel in Jay's train, not in Ed- 
ward's. 

She drew a quivering breath, grateful that Lil wouldn't 
be in Jay's train, couldn’t hang around him all day and 


slow journey. 
Unexpectedly, knowing how Lil and Florence felt about 
Jay, she was sorry for them. Even though they had the 
advantage of being single, she sympathized for, at best, 
only one of them could win the man that they, as well as 


Jay's train began its journey, and after the hour had 
passed, Edward, driving the lead wagon, yelled and 
whipped at his oxen until they settled into the yoke and 
began to pull. Janie came next. Gorham was third, the 
twins 
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as best she could, with that constant quivering going 


through her. 

They moved along slowly, past the twisted salt cedars 
of the coast, making their own trail across the trackless 
reaches. After a mile or two, they crested a tiny rise, 
and a spreading carpet of blue flowers made Brigid gasp. 

“What is it, Edward?” she asked, surprised. 

“It must be what Tiffany mentioned once,” Edward 
said as he looked out over the rise to a carpet of blue, 
“It used to be called buffalo grass, but it’s the Texas 
bluebonnet.” 

“T'm going to pick some!” she cried. “You needn't stop. 
I'll go through the wagon and out the tailgate! I'll tell 
the others!” 

Benjamin, Janie and Susanna jumped down too, as did 
other women and children, each party passing word back, 
the wagons being spaced so their people would not have 
to breathe so much dust. The oxen temporarily without 
drivers plodded slowly on. They all ran about, plucking 
the blossoms. 

Susanna came up, hands filled, to find Brigid with 
only one flower. “See how tiny it is, Susanna,” she said 
almost reverently, tracing it with her fingertip. “Why it is 
a tiny blue bonnet! The exact shape!” 

“That it is!” cried Susanna. “Stand quiet, child! I want 
to try something!” 

Laughing, Brigid obeyed. Quickly Susanna fastened blue- 
bonnets in the platinum braid around Brigid’s head. She 
put some in the fiery knot on Janie’s little head, some in 
Lil's. “Now if you're not a bunch!” she exclaimed. “I'm 
going to pick some more and take them to Hawk to see!” 

“Oh, Brigid!” whispered Janie. “They're exactly the col- 
or of your eyes! You've got bluebonnet eyes!” 

They ran back to the wagons, Janie mounting hers at 
the tailgate, scrambling through to the seat, her oxen still 
at their meandering crawl. 

Brigid made her way through the lead wagon with a 
smile at Benjamin who was in place, and sat beside Ed- 
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ward, who was again wielding the whip. 
wishing he wouldn't lash the beasts so, but knew 
get angry if she said anything. 

He glanced at the flowers in her hair, but said 
When she tried to show him the few she had 
a bouquet, he merely glanced at them. She wondered 
Jay's reaction would be to them, especially in her 
and she felt her skin burn. She had to quit thinking 
way, had to. 

The wagons inched on, and the bluebonnets spread 
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tering at the unbelievable traffic and, once, in a grove 
trees, saw a deer flashing quickly by. 

In the afternoon they saw, at a distance, seven Indians 
on horseback riding parallel to them. 

“Don’t turn your head,” Edward said to Brigid, then 
more loudly to Janie, “Indians. Don't look. Pass the word 
back the train. Maybe they're some of the fish-caters.” 


said they sometimes rode and watched, then left. 

“Will they come back, Brigid?” Benjamin asked, a quaver 
in his voice. 

“I don’t think so, darling,” she replied. “I think we're 
safe from them.” 

“No talking,” Edward ordered. “Pass that down the 
line,” he said to Janie. 

So they rode in silence. Brigid saw a bobwhite, and a 
bird she later learned was a road runner; she heard the 
sweet-singing mockingbird for a long distance, 

Edward told her that he, Jay, and Hawk had agreed to 
ride back and forth between the trains. “On the lookout 
for Indians and a small bobcat they have here, but mainly 
to make certain both trains are in perfect order at all 
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times. As empresarios, we agreed to check each other, 
we're determined not to overlook any weakness, and this 
will ensure that we don’t.” 

In accordance with this, Jay rode up late that after- 
noon. Florence Smith, brown-haired and brown-eyed, 
wearing a pair of her father’s trousers, was with him. She 
was astride a horse, laughing and gay. She was deliriously 
happy, Brigid thought grimly, to be with Jay. She, too, 
had bluebonnets in her hair. 

Edward signaled for the train to stop. Lil jumped down 
from her wagon and ran to Jay. Florence dismounted, 
and the two girls spoke as animatedly as if they were 
bosom friends, not rivals. 

Brigid joined them, drawn in spite of herself, longing 
to be near Jay. He laughed at something Lil said, nod- 
ded to Brigid, noticed the fresh blossoms she had put in 
her hair, then forced himself to look away. His pulse 
thundered. Damn, but she was lovely today! He rode his 
horse over to Edward and Gorham, then back along the 
train. 

Returning to her own wagon, Brigid saw Hawk stare 
at the flowers in her braid, but walked along as though 
it didn’t matter. She climbed up to her seat, her chin set. 

From behind, she could hear the voices of the other 
two girls diminish as they followed Jay. Well, let them 
chase him! She wouldn't do that, even if she were free. 

She heard men’s voices greeting Jay, as well as women’s, 
Her heart quivered. Everyone liked this man whom she 
loved. 
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to rest up and get clean.” 

Bellow was present as Jay spoke to the other lead men, 
then the other men in their train, and all agreed to lay 
over a day. Even as the train moved ahead, more slowly 
now, under Storm's leadership, Bellow rode back toward 
the second train, proud that his suggestion had met with 
approval. 


After Jay's consultation with those in the second train, 
it was decided to make camp one mile apart so the women 
could mix and visit during that part of the day when they 
weren't washing clothes. In this manner, they would be 
in quick reach of each other should Indian trouble arise. 
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Brigid stayed back while Jay was present. Edward rode 
other campsite, 

Brigid drove the lead wagon, Benjamin on the seat be- . 
side her, Gorham riding horseback some distance ahead 
ahead with Jay, when he left, to acquaint himself with the 
to lead the way. The first time she had had to drive, she 


At the campsite, they formed the usual circle with the 
wagons. The oxen and the few horses and cows were 
staked out to graze at the edge of the circle. The Gulf 
breeze cooled them and all slept, except for the men who 
took turns nightly standing guard. 

Early the next morning, Edward rode over to the other 
camp. “I'll be gone all day,” he told Brigid. “Gorham’'s 
in charge here.” 

He'd no sooner left than Susanna got out of her wagon, 
loaded with soiled clothes, calling her twins to come 
with her. Catching sight of Brigid, who had been looking 
forward to washing with Susanna, she grinned. 

“I'm walking to the other camp for the day,” she an- 
nounced, “Want to get better acquainted with them ladies. 
Hawk's in favor of it. The boys can make new friends, 
too.” 

Brigid quailed. She wanted to beg her friend not to go, 
but that would be selfish. With Edward and Susanna both 


gone— 

Don't be a fool! she thought angrily. All the other women 
are here, as well as most of the men, plus Janie and Ben- 
jamin. Hawk Gorham couldn’t molest me, even if he 
wanted to. Nevertheless, it was with a sinking heart that 
she watched Susanna and her two slim sons, all laden 
with laundry, disappear around a bend. 

Some of the men had cut fishing poles and were on 
their way to quiet spots on the creek, while others set to 
work greasing wagon wheels and making small repairs to 
their wagons. 

Brigid and Janie gathered up their own washing, took a 


Behind them, going in the opposite direction, they heard 
other women laughing and talking, each seeking a private 
or semi-private pool for washing clothes. 

Brigid’s small party came onto a perfect spot just below 
a curve, “That's a fine pool!” Janie cried. “Oh, Brigid, 
can't we stop here?” 

Brigid laughed and agreed. They knelt at the edge of 
the water and began to soap garments, Janie arguing that 
she should do the work and Brigid give orders. Brigid 
only laughed and continued soaping. 

“After all,” Janie protested, “I am the maid, and you're 
the mistress! It’s not proper for you to wash clothes!” 

“There'll be no more mistress and maid foolishness,” 
Brigid retorted, smiling but serious. “We're in Texas, 
we're friends and equals. Like sisters.” 

“But Mr. Edward—” 

“He'll never know. There'll be enough work for both of 
us, and he'll be busy with the land and building. He won't 
notice.” ; 

Benjamin asked to go exploring, and Brigid said he 
could. “But not far, darling. Stay where you can hear our 
voices.” He nodded and streaked away. 

They washed, chattered, and laughed. The work was 
hot, but they meant to bathe when they finished, and they 
looked forward to that. 

Suddenly Benjamin appeared, out of breath. His bare 
feet were wet, and so were his legs. “I've been wading!” 
he cried. “I found a pool like this one, and we can almost 
swim in it, I'll bet! Please, Brigid, let me go in! It’s like 
the one we swam in outside London!” 

“Not by yourself, darling. You don’t swim that well yet.” 
_ “Then you come!” 


‘THE EMPRESARIOS 243 


“T must finish here.” 

“Janie!” 

Brigid couldn't resist his pleading little face. “Go with 
him, will you?” she asked, turning to Janie. 

“But the washing—" 

“I can finish. I'd rather you go with him. You once 
told me you were a good swimmer. I'll join you as soon 
as this is done and the rest of the clothes are spread to 
dry.” 

Reluctantly, Janie gave in. 

Brigid smiled to herself as they went running and shout- 
ing out of sight. In many ways, despite what the brigands 
had done to her, Janie was still a little girl. 

Brigid had to scrub very hard on the knees of Ben- 
jamin's breeches. And she was so hot. Sweat was stream- 
ing down her face and under her clothes. 


der, baring the top curve of breast to the whisper of a 
breeze. There, that felt better! 

She heard Janie laugh and Benjamin squeal. She began 
to soap the last pair of breeches thoroughly, thinking that 
after washing them, she would go to Benjamin and Janie 
and into the pool. She was on her knees, scrubbing the 
breeches on a rock, squeezing suds through them, her dress 
falling off one shoulder, when a hated, thick voice spoke. 

“T didn’t have to look far,” he said, “to find.” 

She whirled, still on her knees, grabbing the wet 
breeches to the open part of her dress, hiding her disha- 
bille. 

“Too late. I saw. And a pretty sight it was, even pretti- 
er than when you had the bluebonnets in your hair!” 

“Please go away,” she said, holding her voice even. 
“I'm busy, and my brother and Janie are nearby.” 

“They ain’t so near. They went farther off. I've been 
on the lookout. They can’t hear our voices. You can't 
hear theirs, either, not now. Listen for yourself.” 
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She did listen, and she couldn't hear them. 

“I mean to have you,” he said. “Right here and right 
now.” 

“You'll not touch me!” she flared. “T’ll scream.” 

He showed a fist. “Try that, and this is what you get. 
First.” 

She knew he meant it and tried to reason with him. “I 
won't do it,” she said. “What you want ended on the 
Sea Hawk. You told me that, virtually promised.” 

“But not for sure. I didn’t promise you for sure. And 
what I told your husband don’t hold.” 

“And you're married now, to a fine woman!” 

“T'll not. gainsay that. She's a surprise in bed, too. 
But she ain't Brigid Edgerton.” 

Now, blessedly, came the sound of Benjamin's laugh, and 
almost understandable words from Janie. 

“You see!” Brigid cried, seizing on this. “They're liable 
to break in on us any moment if you—it’s impossible!” 

He turned ugly. “You ain't safe, my girl, Texas or no 
Texas. There's nothing to keep me from reporting Law- 
rence in San Antonio. Them hot-blooded Mexicans—your 
brother’d end up an orphan.” 

She was sick to the bone. She didn't know whether 
to believe him or not. Edward was so certain he'd be safe 
in Texas. She tried again to reason. “You don't know 
the Mexicans would do anything. You've got a wonderful 
wife. We're in a new country; why can’t we all have a 
new life? A free, clean Texas life?” 

“T've got to have you,” he said, thick-lipped, “I'll set 
a limit. Once more, and that’s the last. My word on it. 
Texas word, free and clean, like you want it. You've got 
to give in to me no later than when we get to Goliad. 
Nothing could be more fair than that.” 

Now Benjamin and Janie, streaming water, for they'd 
gone swimming in their clothes, raced into view. They 
were shouting to Brigid to hurry, to come along. 

“Don't forget,” warned Hawk. “Goliad.” 


Chapter 31 


Brigid stared after Hawk as he strode away. She was 
frantic. Edward was so certain no law in Texas could 
touch him; he must be right, for he was a cool-headed, 
calculating man. Still, he could be mistaken. He had got- 
ten his information about Mexican law from a distance. 
The law itself could even have changed during their long 
journey to Texas. 

She had a sudden impulse to confide in Edward, but 
then she reconsidered. She dared not tell Edward that 
Hawk had accosted her, for Edward would be murderous. 
He might kill Hawk, claiming sanctity of the home. The 
death would be her fault; Hawk's blood would be on her 
head. And there was no imagining what harm it would do 
to the peace and accord among the settlers. 

Despondent, but pretending gaiety for Benjamin and 
Janie, who had come over and were urging her to join 
them, she went with them to their swimming hole. Know- 
ing that Hawk wouldn't molest her now, she insisted that 
they strip to their underwear before they plunged into the 
water, even then first washing their outer garments and 
spreading them to dry. 

“I'm surprised that you tried to swim in a dress,” she 
teased Janie, as the girl hurriedly draped her now-clean 
frock across a full, leafy bush in the sun. 

“Oh, we didn’t swim! We just waded in to get cool 
until you could join us. Your idea is a good one. This 
way, all our clothes’ll be clean before we start back!” 

They'd finished their swim, dried in the sun, and by 
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mid-afternoon put on their nearly dry outer garments. 
The sun was boiling hot, and all three were hungry. 

They returned to the pool where they had done their 
washing, folded everything, each taking up a stack of the 
sun-smelling sheets and garments to carry, and returned 
to the wagons. 

They had just finished eating cold cornbread and beans 
when Jay rode into the circle, Florence Smith, astride 
her father’s horse, at his side. Both were laughing, Jay's 
attention on the girl. Watching, a pang went through 


Brigid. 

Just then Lil went running to the pair. “Jay, you darling 
man!” Lil cried. “You promised you'd ride over, and here 
you are! I've been watching for you all day! Mama let me 
bake a cake this morning, and I've saved it for now!” 

Florence sidled her horse as close to Jay’s mount as 
she could. “What a pity you couldn't ride over with us, 
Lil!” she laughed. “This man! He's full of fun. The stories 
he can tell, once you get him started! He makes me wish 
I could see St. Louis, where he used to live.” 

Lil was pulling at Jay even as he dismounted. She 
stood and pouted, though smilingly, as he helped Florence 
dismount. The two girls then embraced as though they 
were long-lost sisters. As though, Brigid thought unhappily, 
they wouldn't gladly cut each other’s throat over Jay. 

Now, catching sight of Brigid, Florence came running, 
caught her arm, and pulled her over to Jay and Lil, who 
seemed to be engrossed in each other. 

“Here's Brigid!” she announced. “Isn't it grand to have 
a whole day off from those jiggling wagons and walking in 
the dust? So we can just visit and have fun? Isn't it a pity 
we're not all in the same train?” 

Brigid put a fixed smile on her lips and spoke courte- 
ously to Jay. He returned her greeting soberly. 

Lil apologized for not going washing with Brigid. “I 
really should have helped Mama, but she insisted I have 
some fun—and bake a cake since Jay was riding over. 
Otherwise, I'd have helped Mama wash for a while, then 
brought my own dresses and washed with you.” 
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“I had an idea like that myself," Florence said. 
“Thought I'd bring my clothes—Mama won't let me touch 
theirs; she says I'm to keep my hands from getting all 
scarred and calloused—and wash with you Brigid. But 
then I found out Jay was riding over, and I changed my 
mind.” 

“Well, you timed it right,” Lil said crisply. “You're here 
for the cake. Come along to our wagon. Mama has gone 
to visit some of the ladies in your train this afternoon.’ 

When Brigid would have excused herself, feeling un- 
comfortable with Jay, both girls insisted that she stay and 
pulled her with them to Lil's wagon. They sat on a 
blanket, and Lil served the cake. 

“You want to call Benjamin and Janie over for some 
now, or take it to them later?” she asked. 

Brigid saw that her brother and Janie had made a pallet 
in the shade of their wagon and were lying down. “Later, 
thank you,” she said. 

So the four of them sat eating cake. Both girls made 
much over Jay and every word he spoke, were slightly 
sarcastic toward each other, and treated Brigid with 
warmth. That's because I'm married, she thought, because 
I'm no competition. 

Jay’s manner was both warm and reserved, and she 
wondered if the reserve was sparked by her presence. He 
spoke to her as much as to the others, smiled as much, 
and though she felt the constraint of marriage, she gloried 
in the closeness. 

Jay knew his eyes were shining as he smiled. But he 
kept smiling at Brigid, as well as at the others, feeling 
a warmth for Brigid that he kept pushing back, yet at the 
same time, enjoyed. 

Finally, when they had finished eating the cake, Flor- 
ence and Lil got into a playful argument over washing 
the dishes. 

“It can wait!” Lil declared. “As long as you're here, 
I mean to enjoy your company! What're a few dishes?” 

“My mother,” Florence said primly, “has lectured me 
on the subject of dishes. She’d have my scalp if I dared 
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to eat your cake, then went home, leaving you with the 
dishes to wash. ‘Florence,’ she’s said a million times, ‘a 
proper lady guest never permits her hostess to do the red- 
ding up after a meal.’ It'd be all my life is worth if—” 

“But this isn’t a meal!” Lil protested. “It’s four plates 
and four forks and four cups!” 

“And an empty cake platter!” 

“I can settle this argument,” Brigid said, knowing that 
neither girl wanted to move an inch from Jay, i 
Lil, who wouldn't have the privilege of riding back to 
camp with him. “I'll wash the things.” 

“No!” cried Florence, struck by a solution. “Brigid, 
you entertain Jay, and Lil and I'll wash up 
What's wrong with that?” 

Lil agreed to this solution, piled up the dishes, and 
started to the fast-flowing creek. “Mama likes to wash 
dishes that way here,” Lil explained as she left. “The 
ter’s so fast it rinses every last crumb off. 
feels they're cleaner.” 

Brigid, uncomfortable over being left alone with Jay, 
picked up the small plate holding the slices for Ben- 
jamin and Janie. 

“T'll just take these servings of cake over to Janie’s 
wagon,” she said, “and tomorrow return Lil’s plate with 
something good on it. Maybe I'll bake a pie this eve- 
ning.” 

Jay said nothing, but when Brigid started for Janie’s 
wagon, he walked along with her. They moved silently 
at first, going through pools of shade cast by the wagons 
and a few trees, the sunny spots between being boiling hot. 

Brigid glanced about the circle. A few women were 
stirring around their wagons, cleaning fish their men had 
caught. Some men were standing about outside the circle, 
talking, while others sat on their haunches under trees, 
smoking and conversing in low tones. 

Most of them nodded or called out to Jay, and he re- 
turned their greetings. Brigid knew he would pass a word 
with each of them before he left, especially Gorham, who 
wasn't in sight at the moment, thank goodness. 
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“I expect,” she said to break the silence, “that we're 
going to find Texas weather hot.” 

“The summers are hot and very long,” Jay replied. 
“The other time I was here was in September, and I've 
never known hotter, drier weather. The only relief was the 
Gulf breeze.” : 

“Tt comes every night, all summer?” 

“Most nights, but not over the whole province. It's 
big; Texas is larger than any country in Europe, But 
course you've seen the map.” 

“No, I haven't.” 

“You must get your husband to show it to you.” 

An awkward silence followed the mention of her 
band. She wanted to break it, but didn’t know how 
knowing what to say and not really caring what 
talked about as long as they talked, she pursued the 
of the Texas weather. “And the winters. Are they 
too?” 

“Clement. Nothing like London or St. Louis. Y 
a light wrap most of the time, in our part of the p 
except in the middle of the day. However, our section, 
like others, is hit by northers, and then everybody and 
everything suffers.” 

“Northers?” she repeated, puzzled. 
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cold. Some bring rain, they're called wet northers, and it’s 
an ‘icy rain. Others bring snow, cover everything with snow 
for as long as the norther blows, two or three days, even 
more. When the wind dies, when the sun comes out, the 
snow melts fast.” 

Brigid shivered, then laughed spontaneously. “Look at 
me shivering in sun that’s hot enough to boil water!” she 
exclaimed. “I believe Florence is right. You are a good 

” 

He laughed, too. “When it’s a true story, anybody's a 
good storyteller! The Texans I've met can tell yarns it’s 
hard to believe, real tall tales!” 


aware of the incipient friendship. 
She turned her face to him, smiling, and he was smiling. 


and she produced one from the wagon. 

“It's Papa's spare,” she said. “He won't usually let me 
touch it. Says guns and girls don't mix.” 

Jay laughed. “I know two girls and one young mar 
ried woman who are about to mix with this rifle,” he said. 
“]'ll want the horn and the shot pouch, too,” 

Lil brought them, and Jay said, “I'm going to teach 
the three of you how to load,” he said. “I’m using this ri- 
fle because it'll be here, you'll be familiar with it, and can 
teach the others. We can use girls and women to load for 
us if we have an Indian attack.” 

“What a wonderful idea!” cried Florence. “In our 
train, too? My father has an extra rifle!” 

He nodded. 

Patiently, he took them through the routine. He shook 
powder from the horn, pouring it down the long barrel 
of the Kentucky rifle. A lead ball followed it smoothly, 
then a greased patch. He seated the patch with a solid 
stroke of the ramrod. 

He put each of them through the drill twice. “That's 
all there is to it,” he said. “Except speed. So practice, Never 
forget that speed in reloading is vital during an attack.” 

From behind them came Hawk Gorham’s thick laugh. 
“You starting something new in my wagon train, Tiffany?” 
he demanded. 
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“The idea just struck me,” Jay said. “You'll agree that, 
if we have to fight, fast reloading is a must.” 

Gorham scowled, but nodded. “When you finish,” he 
said, “we can make the regular inspection tour. You'll 
find all in top shape from my sailing knowledge and ex- 


“You and Edgerton are top-notch,” Jay agreed. 

Hawk scowled; he wanted all the credit. “I'll explain 
to Edgerton about the women reloading. You tell him, 
too, then we won't have to go through the motions of a 
meeting.” 


Brigid’s eyes brushed Jay's. This time she saw concern 
in them, then the inevitable clouding and withdrawal. But 
he was looking when Hawk gave her a thick grin, turned 
on his heel and went away, every step a sea captain's 
strut. 

Her eyes touched Jay's again, and there was the same 
clouding. He moved away, kicking at a wagon wheel 
here, testing a spoke there. 

Frightened at the bold grin that Hawk had given her 
in front of Jay and the two girls, Brigid followed Jay. 
At this instant she was desperate, she felt she had to tell 
him of the Goliad deadline. 

She came up beside him and almost laid her fingers on 
his arm. “Jay,” she said, her voice not quite even. 

He looked just past her eyes. “Yes, Brigid?” 

“J—you saw that look Hawk gave me?” 

“I did.” 

“He—he’s pursuing me. He means to—as on the ship 
—and I don’t know what to do. I'm afraid of him!” 

Jay clenched his teeth, made his face cold. This was a 
matter in which he had no right to interfere, though his 
every impulse was to do so. “As I told you before,” he 
said, “if you have problems, go to your husband. It’s his 
place—his right—to protect his wife.” 

To Brigid, his tone and words implied that he blamed 
her, not Hawk. She fell silent. She couldn't tell him of 
the threats Hawk had made about turning Edward in to 
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the law in San Antonio, because Jay had no idea that 


“Forgive me,” she whispered. “It . . . it’s too much to 
ask. Of course I should go to my husband. I'm sorry.” 
Crushed, she turned away, and he let her go. 

She left him, returned to Janie’s wagon, and served 
the cake to Benjamin and Janie, who had awakened. Jay 
was with Florence and Lil again; they were working with 
the rifle. She watched how both of them turned to him as 
flowers to the sun. 

Oh God, she wondered, will I lose this man, to whom 
I have no right? Will I have to live near him, pretend 
to smile and be normal, seeing him married to another? 

She ached to weep at the hopelessness of it all. Instead, 
she began to ready the fish one of the women had given 
her to fry for the evening meal, hacking at them viciously 
with her sharpest knife. 


Chapter 32 


The wagon train moved on, day after day. Though Go- 
liad had been the spot designated by Hawk, Brigid knew 
he would waylay her any time he could, so she took care 
always to be with someone, even with Edward, when he 
wasn’t too busy riding here and there. Days were safe, for 
she was in full sight of all, leading the oxen or driving. 

They passed two cabins and stopped to speak to the oc- 
cupants, but they didn't stay near either place overnight lest 
a possible Indian attack on their wagons endanger the 
cabins. , 

When they passed a third cabin, the occupants, 
and Ilene Brewer, young and as yet childless, insisted that 
both trains encamp with them. Jay's train had already cir- 
cled north of the cabin by the time Edward's train pulled 
up and immediately circled to the south, the two trains 
making a wall of defense for the cabin. 

Tlene Brewer embraced every woman, hugged every 
child, and shook the hand of every man. Her husband, 
more conservative, embraced no one, but made all wel- 
come. 

“It’s a miracle!” Tene cried in her sunny voice. “We 
love it here, wouldn't leave for the world, but we are so 
hungry for company!” 

“Other settlers will come,” Brigid told her. 

“J know, and I'll love them like kinfolk, just because 
they're people! But this is different, it’s like Christmas, 
better than Christmas! I know—we'll have a dance!” 

“A dance!” exclaimed Brigid. Lil and Florence, as usual 
right beside Jay, let go of his arms long enough to clap 
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their hands and jump up and down. All the women were 
Pleased with the idea. 

Edward told Brigid that they would post guards more 
carefully tonight than ever. The men would stand guard 
two hours each, then be relieved so they could join the 
festivities. 

“Wear your prettiest dresses, everybody!” Ilene Brewer 
sang out. “If you've got silk, wear it! If you haven't got 
silk, do the way I'm going to do, wear your best calico!” 

Later, in their wagon, Edward began to put on the 
trousers and coat he had worn in the hotel the evening his 
men had brought their fiancées and Hawk had brought 
Susanna. Brigid, not wanting to outdress the hostess, 
pulled out a bright new calico print of bluebonnet blue, 
one she had never worn. 

“What's that rag?” Edward demanded. 

“My best calico. Isn't it pretty?” 

“I suppose so, for what it is. I want you to wear the 
silver gown.” 

“But Edward! It’s so—” 

“Wear it. And have the wench do your hair the same, 
with the band. We're in Texas now. I'm an empresario, 
and you're the wife of an empresario, We've a position to 
maintain.” 

Unhappily, Brigid put on the silver dress, and asked 
Janie to arrange her hair. Janie was wearing her best 
ee ee ee 


a re aa a ae 
cabin, one edge touching the wall, the women had covered 
it with white linen from their wagons, and every woman 
had set a dish of her own cooking on the table. Brigid, 
before she dressed, had made a pie, and Janie had baked 
a cake and fresh cornbread. 

There was to be no whiskey, the settlers having agreed 
to stay on the alert for Indians, but there were jugs of 
cool sweet milk and buttermilk for those who wanted 
them and an endless supply of clear, cold spring water. 

Two fiddlers were discovered. One was an older man 
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from Jay’s train, Obidiah Grosshart, the other was young 
Brewer himself. They established themselves on a bench 


peering out the end opening, and though many of 
women had on silk dresses, even taffeta, many of 
were in bright calico and a few in calico not 
She dreaded going into the silvery light in 
gown, but Edward jumped to the ground, reached up 
grabbed her at the waist, and set her on her feet. 

A gasp went up as Edward escorted Brigid 
circle; those moving about or standing to chat 
for them. Brigid herself could see what the 
was like under the bright night sky. Every step 
made it shimmer and shoot out stars of its 
jeweled band across her forehead glittered and did 
same. She had never been so embarrassed in her life. 

“We're ready now,” Edward told the fiddlers. “You 
may strike up. Mrs. Edgerton and I will open the dance.” 

The bows touched the strings, then skipped and danced. 
The tune started in a lively manner and grew livelier. 

Edward put one hand lightly on Brigid’s waist, took her 
left hand in his, and led out in a quick, unfamiliar step 
to this new music. She was sure she would stumble or 
step on Edward's highly polished shoes and anger him, but 
her thin silver slippers moved quickly and perfectly. 

“Where did you learn this dance step, Edward?” she 
asked. 

“Link asked around. Some of the settlers showed him. 
He showed me. It's primitive, but has a certain swing to it 
which isn't unobjectionable.” 

After the number ended, Brigid was surrounded by 


geagh oe 
ate Te 


256 SO WILD THE DREAM 


partners. Among them was Jay, whom she had earlier 
seen dancing with Lil. “I don't like to do this, gentlemen,” 
Jay said, “but an empresario’s wife dances first with the 
empresarios, then with the rest. I claim the honor.” 

The fiddles sang, and he swept her, breathless, into the 
dance. The music was in her blood, the Texas stars shim- 
mered there too, and she couldn't tell whether it was the 
silver dress or the stars that sent out the rays as she 
danced, or whether it was simply from being in Jay’s 
arms. 

As for him, he was tongue-tied. He danced, held all of 
beauty for this brief space of time, and was unable to 
utter a word to tell her how wonderful she was tonight. 

The music stopped too soon. Jay made a small bow. 
“Thank you, Brigid. Now, I'll claim my dance with 
Susanna.” 

He was gone, and the stars within her were gone, The 
music started again, and suddenly, before she knew he 
was even there, Hawk Gorham had her clutched in his 
arms. Surprisingly, he was a good dancer, light on his 
feet. She supposed that came from the dancing kind of step 
seamen had to take to hold their balance against the waves. 

“Why don’t you talk?” he demanded. 

“I haven't anything to talk about.” 

“What about Goliad?” 

Her heart began to pound. 

“Too bad we can't have our fun tonight. Impossible 
with all these people. Goliad’ll be different. Everybody 
will be seeing the town; we can slip away there.” 

At last, blessedly, the number ended. Again Brigid was 
surrounded with partners, but she didn’t want to dance 
anymore and escaped to the quiet of the kitchen of the 
little cabin. Only Ilene Brewer was there, massaging her 
ankle, “Wouldn't you know it?” she moaned. “First time 
I've danced in two years, and I have to go and step in a 
chuckhole and twist my ankle!” 

Brigid bent over the ankle, which was slightly swollen. 
“I don't know what to do for it,” she said. 
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“Compresses. After the dance. And I'll stay off it all I 
can. Sit with me a bit, will you, Brigid?” 

“You remember my name!” Brigid exclaimed, sinking 
onto a chair, 

“Why wouldn't I remember the name of the most beauti- 
ful girl I ever saw? Why aren't you dancing?” 

“I—don't really care much for it,” Brigid said, but only 
half truthfully. If Jay could be her partner, she would 
dance all night and still want more. 

“That dress!" Iene breathed, stroking the material with 
her rough palm. “I never saw anything like it! It’s like 
star beams!” 

“I didn't want to wear it,” Brigid confessed, “but my 
husband insisted.” 

“As he should! A dress like this is meant to be seen! 
T'll never forget it, all my life. It'll be a treasure to me, 
that I've seen and touched something so beautiful!” 

Brigid smiled, comforted about having worn the gown. 

“You-all going to settle at San Antonio de Bexar?” 
Tlene asked. 

“Not far from there, I believe.” 

“I've heard it’s a beautiful place. There are some old 
missions there that I want to see someday. Oliver says 
he'll take me.” 

“Missions?” Brigid repeated, not quite knowing what 
they were. She wished Edward had told her all about 
Texas, but he wouldn’t, even when she had asked. 

“The Roman Catholic church established them. The 
one I want to see most is Concepcién, It's very old and 
partly built of adobe. Those holy fathers are kind. They do 
a lot of good, taking in the needy or the deserted and 
helping them.” 

Hope stirred in Brigid. If only she could get Benjamin, 
Janie, and herself to such a haven! In that instant, San 
Antonio became her true and eventual destination. 

She had not the least doubt that when she told the holy 
fathers of what had befallen herself and Benjamin and 
Janie, they would help the three of them. What that help 
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Edward. 
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The wagon trains started on again at dawn, the hob- 
bling Hlene holding Oliver's arm, waving as long as 
Brigid could see her. 

Time crept, slower than the oxen themselves. The miles 
behind them. A party of Indians, twelve in all, 
parallel to them for a few miles, but vanished as the 
had done, and there was no attack. Now men were 
as outriders on each side of both trains, ever on 
alert. Again everyone was sweaty, dirty, and tired, 
but they pushed on for Goliad. 

Brigid's first excitement over Texas was gone. With all 
her troubles—Edward’s nightly assaults; his innate evil; 
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The only bright spots were when she saw Jay, who 
tode back to them daily. But this contact was heart- 
breakingly brief and casual, though comforting while it 
lasted. Even though she tried not to, she thought of him 
constantly. 

He, in turn, thought of her, remembering her unhap- 
piness. However, he held himself in check from mention- 


Desperate, at last, Brigid confided to Janie about Hawk. 
“If Edward won't let me stay with him every minute in 
Goliad,” she concluded, “I'll not be safe. But he’s going 
to look at horses and won't take me along. He said that 
you and I and Benjamin can go around the village to- 
gether all day.” 

“Tl stay right with you, every minute, That devil’ll not 
get rid of me in daylight! And he can't just drag you 
away with me there to run tell your husband!” 

They agreed on this plan, for there was nothing better. 
They plotted further that, once they reached the grant 
and the men were building and plowing, they would steal 


horses, take Benjamin, and ride to the mission Ilene Brew- 
er knew about. 

Goliad was a small, oak-shaded village. It had grown 
around an old mission, which had fallen into disuse and 
decay. There were some low, odd-looking houses, but it 


Edward if he were going, hoping for a negative reply. 

“Of course I'm going,” he said coldly. “It wouldn't be 
proper for the empresarios not to put in an appearance. 
It would be an insult to the Latin temperament.” 

“Then take me with you!” she pleaded. 

“Have you lost your wits? No empresario’s wife can 
be seen in a cantina! I shan't drink their swill, but I'll stay 
as long as I must. Tiffany and Gorham will be there too.” 

After dark, contrary to what Edward had thought, not 
only did Susanna go to the cantinas with Gorham, but 
nearly all the women went with their husbands. Except 
for a few wagons, in which the children had been put to 
sleep, watched over by some who didn't want to go, and 
the changing guard, the camp was deserted. 

Brigid was afraid to stay. The camp was a trap, and 
her wagon was a smaller trap. Hawk would duck out on 
Susanna somehow; he'd have a plot to get what he 
wanted. 

Unless she hid. 

The best place to hide was on the streets of Goliad, 
for they would be teeming. Consequently, once the 
camp grew quiet, she, Janie, and Benjamin slipped away 
to Goliad, a five-minute walk. They moved along the 
streets, mixing themselves into the safety of the crowd, 
Brigid telling Benjamin the outing was for the purpose of 
secing the lights and activity. 

The cantinas were packed, the streets filled. Music, 
shouting, and laughter spilled out the doors of the can- 
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tinas, and Brigid hurried past them lest Edward or Hawk 
see her. 

Soon, the three took to the back streets, Brigid now 
afraid of crowds. At first there were few people, and 
then there were none, for there were no cantinas to lure 
them. Here, even if Gorham thought of looking on a dark 
street, they could openly break and run if they must. 

They wandered these streets, back and forth, keeping 
watch for any sign of Hawk Gorham, staying in the darkest 
shadows. Back and forth they roamed, until their feet 
hurt and their legs ached. Benjamin complained that he 
was tired and wanted to go to sleep. The girls talked him 
out of it, and they kept moving. But when he began to 
cry, saying this was no fun, Brigid suddenly grew angry at 
herself. 


“They're all in the cantinas, Janie,” she said. “Susanna 
will stay near Hawk, though he'll try to get away. Edward 
will see to it that the empresarios stay as long as he does. 
Take Benjamin to your wagon.” 

“You'll go to yours, Brigid?” 

“Only when I think Edward will come in a short time. 
Hawk could follow me otherwise.” 

She couldn’t say more or Benjamin, who was sobbing 
and dazed with weariness, might hear and begin to ask 


questions, 

Reluctantly, Janie took him back to the wagon. Poor 
little fellow, Brigid thought, knowing it was far after mid- 
night, and that he was exhausted. It was time for him to 


go. 

She moved along the backs of buildings, terrified, not 
daring to enter another street, even a back street. She 
peered and listened, trying to determine whether anyone 
was sneaking after her in the darkness, but there was 
nothing. 

She reached the last building, and started to turn back 
to retrace her steps. Suddenly, huge hands grabbed her 
shoulders and pulled her to the pathway. She knew the 
feel of those hands. It was Hawk. 

“Led me a chase, didn’t you?” he whispered. “I've been 
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to scream, but he must have known she 
he hit her in the mouth, crushing her lips 
ell, and I'll choke the life out of you, 
everybody’ll think one of them Mexicans 
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Through the darkness, she felt one thrust of agony. 
And then she felt nothing. 


Chapter 33 


She regained consciousness quickly. She was on her back, 
her skirts above her waist, her chemise torn, There was no 
sense of Hawk's presence, no sound. 

She sat up, pulled her skirts down, and listened. Noth- 
ing. So he had made good his threat, left her unconscious 
to be found or not; he had slaked his lust and gone, and 
no one could prove, even if she dared to reveal it, that 
he had been the one who had raped her. 

She stood, tightened the braid around her head, then 
ran toward the camp. She had no idea how much time 
had passed, or whether Edward was still in the cantinas 
or in a white rage because she was missing from their 


wagon. 

When she reached camp, she fell to a tiptoe walk. She 
heard murmurs in one or two wagons; others were silent, 
whether because the occupants were asleep or still out 
she had no way of knowing. The guards recognized her, 
so there was no challenge. 

Janie was waiting at the wagon. “Did he—find you?” 
she whispered. 

“Yes. He left while I was—unconscious.” 

“We've maybe got time to clean you up!” Janie whis- 
pered. “The master hasn't come back.” 


By the time Edward did return, Brigid lay on their 
mattress feigning sleep. She knew, from studying 
face in the mirror by lantern light, that nothing Ha 
had done would show. Her lips were just a bit full; 
knot on her head was hidden under her braid. 
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She pretended to rouse when Edward pulled her onto 
her back and mounted her. 


They moved out of Goliad early. Jay’s train went first, 
leaving before daybreak. The other train waited until 
the sun was high, then started slowly away from the vil- 
lage Brigid would never forget. 

At mid-morning, Jay rode back to see what progress 
they were making, this time unaccompanied by Florence. 
Edward rode in with him, having gone earlier to check on 
the lead train’s progress. 

Lil, aware of Edward’s dislike of interruption, waved 
to Jay, but remained at her own wagon. Brigid knew 
she'd be with him, however, at the first opportunity, 

Jay and Edward, along with Hawk, who was also on 
horseback and who ignored Brigid, rode alongside the 
wagon. Brigid, who was driving, could hear what they 
said. 

“Things look well,” Edward said, “in both trains, A 
few of my men drank too much last night, even after my 
warning, but they haven't let it affect their duties.” 

Jay was frowning, looking in every direction. “T've sent 
outriders ahead and to each side five miles today,” he 
told Hawk. 

“So've we,” responded Gorham. “I'm sure Edgerton 
told you that.” 

“We've been lucky about Indians so far,” Jay said, 
after nodding agreement to Hawk’s statement. “But now 
that we've passed Goliad, we're getting out of the fish- 
eaters’ territory and need to be twice as watchful.” 

“Our women have practiced loading and aiming until 
some are faster than a man,” Hawk boasted. 

“Same with us,” Jay responded. “I've got our women 
pulling trigger.” 

“That's a waste of powder and shot!” objected Edward. 

“They don’t pull trigger on a loaded rifle. That would 
give any war party a signal.” 

“Damn right!” growled Hawk. 

“It might be well to let your women pull trigger,” Jay 
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said. “Any woman who can shoot will be a God’s blessing 
if we find ourselves under attack.” 

“We'll see to it tonight,” Edward said. Then, as an 
afterthought, “If Gorham agrees,” 

“More guns the better,” grunted Hawk. 


Jay had already left for his own train when the two 
outriders to the north came pounding up to the second 
train. 

“War party!” one of them shouted. “Comanches!” 

“Circle the wagons!” yelled the other man. 

Instantly, the drivers began whipping the oxen, turning 
them with maddening slowness. Brigid was glad that Ed- 
ward was driving at the moment, for he lashed the 
beasts mercilessly, getting the fastest possible response 
from them. 

Behind, Janie was flailing the oxen of their second 
wagon, and behind her, Hawk Gorham was beating his 
oxen without letup. The animals were bawling, children 
were crying, but the adults were silent. Brigid and the 
other women who had been riding jumped down to lighten 
the load. 

Though the circling seemed to go in slow motion, 
Brigid realized they had actually closed very quickly, the 
wagons forming a barricade between the settlers and the 
prairie on all sides. The oxen were unyoked and they, 
along with the horses and the few cows, were led into the 
circle and staked. 

All around the circle, the men crouched, each with two 
rifles, powder horn and shot. The women deployed them- 
selves, each with her own man. In the battle to come, as 
the husband would fire, the wife would load his empty 
extra rifle and have that ready for him, over and over. 

The women with children divided into prearranged 
groups. Some stayed with the men; the rest apportioned 
out the youngsters and crouched behind boxes of goods 
hurriedly set against the wagons. 

Brigid was with Edward, to reload for him. Despite his 
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objection, she allowed Benjamin to stay with her, and he 
sat obediently where she told him to. Susanna Gorham 
was with Hawk. Even Janie crouched beside Tom Piep- 
meier, with whom she had danced at the Brewers, to 
reload for him. 

They weren't quite ready when the first wave of painted 
Comanches came. Arrows began to fly, lodging in the 
canvas tops of the wagons, darting through the space be- 
tween wagons to quiver in the earth. One arrow struck an 
ox in the shoulder, and it bawled; a. woman ran and 
yanked the arrow out and threw it aside as she ran back 
to her post. 

The settlers crouched, ready. The Comanches turned, 
rode away, turned back and in the next wave came closer, 
This time they were within firing range, and the rifles 
cracked as one. Brigid thrust the spare at Edward, grabbed 
the one he dropped, and reloaded. The Comanches were 
firing with rifles now, as well as with arrows. 

The battle raged. Wave after wave of Comanches thun- 
dered down on the wagons, flowed around the circle, 
murderous balls and iron-tipped arrows alike piercing the 
frail stronghold. 

Her hands slippery, Brigid reloaded as in a horrible 
dream, the ceaseless rifle fire, the thundering of the Co- 
manche horses, and the screams of the wounded filling her 
ears, The smoke and the smell of gunpowder as well as 
blood clogged her nostrils. 

She didn’t know how many savages formed the on- 
coming waves, but surely they outnumbered the settlers. 
Hurrying, she dropped the weapon she was reloading just 
as Edward reached for it. 

“Damn you—get away from me!” he flared, reloading 
both rifles, “Take that mewling brat and go sit with the 
women. I don’t want you!” 

When she would have protested, he struck out at her 
with a rifle. She grabbed Benjamin’s hand and, crouching, 
ran with him. She would help Janie. 

But Janie had no rifles to reload. Young Tom had been 


hit in the arm by a Comanche bullet, and she had just 
finished binding his wound. Now she grabbed a rifle, took 
aim and pulled the trigger, the recoil knocking her flat. 

All around them were injured men. Brigid saw one set- 
tler dead, a twisted, broken leg bent crazily up under him. 

“Janie!” she cried. “Get up! They haven't sent word to 
the other train! We've got to take it! The men are needed 
here. And after we tell Jay, then we can escape!” 

“Yes!” Janie cried, scrambling up. 

“Follow me! Do as I do!” 

What she did was instinctive. Quickly she took off her 
skirts and wearing only her underwear and waist, she 
gtabbed Benjamin's hand, bent forward, and ran for the 
horses. 


She helped Benjamin onto a horse, holding the animal 
by the bridle, speaking to it in a low tone. Then she un- 
tied the reins from the stake and struggled into the saddle, 

“Put your arms around me and hang on!” she cried. 

Janie, too, was free of her skirts and astride a horse. 

Brigid's feet didn't reach the stirrups, but she held the 
reins in one hand and clung to the saddle horn with the 
other. She kicked her heels against the horse, and it began 
to move. 

A new wave of Comanches attacked from the north. 
The circling ones thinned at a spot to the west, and it was 
through this space that Brigid directed her mount. 

An arrow streaked past her, so close she felt its wind 
on her cheek. Rifle fire increased, but she urged her 
horse into a gallop, bouncing up and down in the saddle, 
Benjamin bouncing, hanging onto her so hard it seemed 
he would pull them both off the horse. 

The way west was clear. She kicked the horse and went 
pounding in the direction of Jay's train. She urged her 
mount faster, bouncing, half falling, praying that Benja- 
min could hold on. 

She would warn Jay, and then she, Benjamin, and Janie 
would ride on. They'd escape, perhaps to a cabin if they 
couldn't make it all the way to San Antonio in one long 
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dash. Edward wouldn't know where they were. He might 
even think they were dead, killed by the Indians, their 
bodies never found. 

The thunder of Janie’s horse grew louder. It sounded 
not like one horse, but several. She dared not Jook or she 
would fall. 

Before she realized what was happening, a Comanche 
was riding shoulder to shoulder with her. He swept out 
one bare, braceleted arm and scooped her out of the 
saddle and threw her, face down, across his horse, her 
head hanging on one side, her feet on the other. 

She had a quick glimpse of a Comanche 
past Benjamin and tomahawking him. He fell to the 
ground, leaving a track of bright blood. In the same 
glimpse she saw Janie already on the ground, the victim 
of a tomahawk attack. 

Brigid’s captor galloped on, leaving Benjamin and Janie. 
Brigid tried to get off the horse, to run back, but the 
savage struck her in the neck, and the sun-drenched 
prairie went black. 


She was jolted into head-splitting awareness. She was 
still belly-down on the galloping horse. Other horses, many 
of them, were around her, galloping. 

Cruelly jounced, her breath knocked out as quickly she 
drew it in, she had no concept of how much time had 
passed or how far they had come. She didn’t know whether 
the Comanches had wiped out the settlers or had been 
driven off, and she blamed herself for what had happened 
to Benjamin and Janie. 

Abruptly her captor pulled his horse up, pushed her, 
and she fell onto the ground. She tried to get on her feet, 
but was knocked down and dragged to a tree. The savage 
put a rawhide thong around her waist and bound her to 
the tree. She struggled, but it was no use. When she tried 
to reach back to untie the thong, the Comanche tied her 
wrists in front of her. 

She was surrounded by Comanches jumping lightly to 
the ground from their horses. They wore long buckskin 
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Lil, let him be alive! 


Chapter 34 


tried constantly to loosen the thongs on her wrists, 

could not. No one looked at her now that she was 
tethered like some animal, The more she worked, the 
tighter the rawhide got, cutting into her skin. 

The warriors were laying their bows and arrows care- 
fully nearby, standing their rifles and shields against trees. 
They posted a guard. 

The men now began to remove their paint. Some of 
them were looking over the shields, discussing them. All 
were emblazoned with the sun, which Jay had said was 
the sign of their most potent medicine and the protector 
of their lives. She looked at the teepees more closely and 
saw another thing Jay had mentioned: the outsides of their 
tepees were decorated with crude pictures of their heroic 
deeds in war and hunting, and with insignia denoting 


She 
but 


The women had made fires and were cooking. One of 
the warriors—it must have been the one who captured her 
—brought food and water to Brigid. The food was on a 
tin plate, and she wondered where they had gotten it, in 
open trade, or from some ravaged settlers’ wagon. 

He untied her wrists and extended the plate. Relieved 
and exhausted, she sank to the ground and regarded the 
food on the plate. There was meat, also a mushy mess 
that looked to be made of corn. Her stomach turned, 
How could she eat after what had happened? She shook 
her head, turning her face away. 

“Eat,” said the Comanche. 

She stared. He had spoken her own tongue. Perhaps 
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she was wrong to think of him as a savage, but she 
couldn't help it. 

Again she shook her head, 

He shoved the plate into her lap. He slapped her smartly 
on the cheek. “Eat!” 

Rather than be knocked about any more, she lifted the 
meat and took a small bite. He pointed to the mushy mess. 
Using her fingers because there was no spoon, she put 
some of that into her mouth and swallowed it. The flavor 
was bland, almost tasteless. She kept choking it down be- 
cause she knew if she refused, he would slap her again. 

At last the plate was empty. The Comanche took it 
away and handed her a cup of water. “Drink.” 

She drained the cup and handed it back to him. 

“You—speak—English?” she asked. 

“I—Leaping Deer.” 

“I—Bri-gid.” 

“Bri-gid.” 

She thought he might smile, but he did not. Instead, he 
stroked the cheek that earlier he had slapped. His eyes 
were long and very dark, a bottomless dark. In his own 
way, he was indeed handsome, she thought. 

He touched her hair. “Off.” 

Uncertain about his meaning, she took the pins from 
her braid, which had loosened and was falling. She dropped 
the pins into the pocket of her waist. He gazed at the 
heavy, shining plait. 

“Off,” he repeated. 

She divined that he wished her to unbraid her hair. 
With shaking fingers she did so, suddenly afraid. If he 
meant to scalp her, wouldn't he grasp the braid for 
leverage? But if he meant to scalp her, he wouldn’t have 
fed her—would he? 

She shook her hair free, combing her fingers through it 
so that it flowed down her back to her hips, His gaze 
never wavered. 

He put out his hand again, stroking down the side of her 
head, along the fall of hair. He lifted the ends between 
his fingers, touched them to his lips, and let them fall. 
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Again he spoke. “Bri-gid.” 

She waited. 

He shook his head. 

When she said nothing, made no sign, he lifted the 
hair again. It shimmered in the late sun. 

“Wa-ter,” he said, He meant her hair was the silver of 
water. “Rain,” he added. 

Still she waited. 

“J—Leaping Deer.” He laid that tress across his lips, 
let it go, and pointed at her. “ -Wat-er. Brig-id—no,” 

And she understood that he had changed her name to 
Rain-Water because of her hair. Confused, wondering why 
he should change her name, for what reason, she could no 
longer meet those fathomless eyes. She dropped her gaze 
and saw, under his tight breeches, a thickening. 

So. He wanted what they all wanted. Sickness took her, 
and she had to swallow, hard, to keep her supper down. 
Well, if he did molest her, he'd have to fight; she’d wound 
him in his male part if she could. 

Blessedly, he rebound her wrists, tied her to the tree, 
and went away. She watched his every move. Obviously, 
she was his property; no other warrior, no woman, 
would come to her aid. The women glanced at her, 
touched each other's hair, and giggled. She knew they 
were making fun of her blondeness. 

Leaping Deer squatted with the others at a cook fire. 
He ate enormously, cleaning his plate three times. He 
drank three cups of whiskey, and when he stood and 
walked, it was as if he'd drunk nothing stronger than 
water. Then he joined another group and drank more. He 
stayed away from Brigid until it was completely dark and 
the others had gone to their tepees. 

Solitary warriors, apparently those without squaws, 
spread blankets and lay down. Leaping Deer produced 
blankets and spread them on the ground at a distance from 
the other warriors. Then he came to Brigid and untied the 
thong that bound her to the tree. He pulled her to her 
‘feet, lifting her by her upper arm. 

Hands still bound, she broke away and into an instant 


N holding down upper legs with his relentless 
hands, he straddled her. 
She twisted, throwing her hips violently to one side. 


he had no strong body odor. 

He moved faster and she, desiring only to be rid 
im, gave him back what he wanted. Their mov 
came together, fitted. At the end she knew he had a wild, 
clean fineness to his passion, and she felt a shade less 
defiled, when he'd finished, than she had with Hawk Gor- 


F 


5 


She lay shivering when it ended, cold in the night 
breeze. He stroked her cheeks where he had numbed 
them, and he said, “Rain-Wat-er,” then repeated it. He 
was cleaner than Hawk Gorham; and he was gentler, for 
all his slapping, than Edward had ever been. But, unlike 


So. He meant to keep her. 


erect horse. She hung to the horse’s mane to keep 
from slipping and sliding, bearing in with her knees as 
best she could. She bounced as hard today as she had 
done yesterday, before she was captured. Her bottom was 
sore from horses, and every inch of her was aching from 
Leaping Deer. 

Because of the direction of the sun, she eventually be- 


She wondered if the settlers had marked Benjamin and 
Janie’s graves. She wondered if they thought she was dead 


them, wouldn’t show any weakness before the Comanches. 

On they rode, away from the settlers, away from Jay, 
if he lived, away from the mission at San Antonio de 
Bexar. She felt confident that Edward and Hawk, the evil 
ones, were alive and active. 

Edward. Suddenly she realized that although she was 
Leaping Deer's captive, she was free of Edward at last! 
All she had to do was get away from the Comanches, 
and she would be completely free! 

She began to plot. Leaping Deer kept her tied now, but 
she would be good to him on the blankets, eat what he 
Said to eat and pretend to like it, and do his slightest bid- 
ding. Day by day, she would lead him to think she was 
happy and proud to be his squaw. She would learn his 
tongue and teach him more English. She would make him 
smile, She would tempt him with her hair. 


Chapter 35 


Jay Tiffany heard the shooting when he was 
between wagon trains. His first impulse was to ride ahead, 
gather a force, and race to the aid of the beleagured. 
Then reason overcame impulse; most Indian raids, he 
knew, were of short duration. Thus, by the time he could 
ride to his train and return with reinforcements, this one 
would be over. 
Abruptly he pulled his horse up sharply, turned and 
back in the direction he had come. The battle 
at its peak when he arrived. He reined up, 
a chance to break through the circling Comanches. 
taking the risk that he might be noted by a red- 
skin and shot off his horse or be thought an Indian by 
some desperate settler and killed, he urged his mount into 
sec- 
that 
the 
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a gap between two pounding Comanche horses, For 
onds that seemed to stretch into hours, he raced in 


Here was a slit between wagons; he put his horse 
through at breakneck speed. Bullets whined past him from 
within and from without. 

“It's Tiffany!” someone shouted, and before the words 


Dust from the Comanches’ horses stood in a cloud, 
floating into the wagon circle. The Comanches were yell- 
ing louder than all the banshees in hell; the settlers made 
no sound except to crack out shot after shot. 
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The settlers took a few last shots at them. 

Jay called, “It's over! Once a redskin thinks he’s bested, 
he retreats!” 

“So he can fight again,” said one man, swiping his arm 
across his brow. 

“But not to fight us,” Jay said, wiping his own brow. 
“We've bested them. They’re not apt to attack either of 
our trains now, not this bunch.” 

Edward and Gorham, filthy but unharmed, came up. 
Both were panting. Jay, himself breathing heavily, looked 


“Let's see how we came out,” he said. 

They had seven men wounded. Three of them would 
have to ride in the wagons until they healed. They had 
one man dead. 

Jay sent two riders to scout, and they returned with 
Benjamin and Janie, both alive, but near death. Women’s 
hands reached for them, laid them on pallets, and began 
tenderly to wash away their blood. Both were uncon- 
scious, breathing shallowly. 

Susanna Gorham, cautiously rinsing away the blood 
oozing from the deep cut all the way down Benjamin's 
little back, was the one who brought attention to the fact 
that Brigid was missing. 

“Those devils got her! They killed her or took her off!” 
she cried fiercely. 

Edward, alerted but unbelieving, said, “That's impos- 
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sible. No redskin got inside, and Brigid certainly wouldn't 
go outside!” 

“But she did, somebody did!” cried a small boy. “I 
seen two horses leave! They went that way!” He pointed 
east. “And there was people on "em!” This, however, was 
all he could tell. He didn't know whether the riders had 
been women, men, or even Indians. 

“What are you going to do?” Susanna asked Jay, hold- 
ing her voice calm, continuing her ministrations to the 
near-dead child. “Maybe Brigid’s laying out there like 
these two were. Maybe the scouts missed her.” 

Jay and Edward mounted, as did others, They rode out 
from the camp in all directions, riding in an ever-expand- 
ing circle. 

Jay combed every rise, every inch of ground. If she 
had been left for dead, he would find her and take her 
back to be cared for by the women. But if he found her 
dead, that lovely hair scalped and gone as an Indian prize, 
he'd track down the attacking party, savage by savage, 
until he found the one who had murdered her, and he 
would kill that Indian with his bare hands. 

An hour’s search convinced him, along with the others, 
that Brigid wasn't lying wounded or dead. One of the men 
found a scrap of blue cloth that the sobbing Lil declared 
to be from the waist Brigid had worn that morning. 

“She made her calicos up with separate skirts and tops!” 
she wailed. “Today she had on all blue, They’ve taken her 
—those savages have taken Brigid away!” 

It was then that the skirts abandoned by Brigid and 
Janie, were found trampled by the horses. No one knew 
what to make of this. 

Jay believed that for some reason Brigid had ridden 
out and the Comanches had captured her. With a sinking 
heart, Jay heard the men, all of whom had gathered 
around, agree. 

“We'll go after her now, before they get too far!” he 
announced. 

“Count me in!” yelled Bob Mabrey, starting for his 
horse. 
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“And me!” shouted another, and yet others. 

“Just a minute here,” Edward said, stepping forward. 
“It’s my wife, and I'm the one most concerned. If they've 
got her, she’s comparatively safe, isn't she, Tiffany? Or 
don’t you know the practices of savages as well as you've 
led us to believe?” 

“They'll not kill her, no.” 

“Why not?” asked Susanna, her voice unsteady. “How 
do we know they won't torture her or tie her to a stake 
and burn her? I think you men should go, all of you. Be- 
cause they'll fight, and you'll be needed.” 

“Only a party is needed,” Jay said, fastening one rifle 
at his saddle, mounting again, holding the second rifle. 
“Now. Who's going? Edgerton, Gorham?” 

“T'm using logic,” Edward said. “We need all the men 
in both trains, in the event of another attack. And we 
need our empresarios.” 

“What is your notion, then?” demanded Jay, rage at 
the cool-headed, cold-voiced Englishman filling his every 
pore. 

“We'll send riders ahead to San Antonio. They'll alert 
the Mexican troops, who will rescue Brigid if the Co- 
manches have her. The Mexicans know this country; they 
know the tribes. I'm convinced my wife's safety lies in 
this plan—not by our rushing out.” 

Angry as he was, Jay recognized the sound reasoning of 
this heartless Englishman. But the thought of Brigid, 
beautiful Brigid, pinned under the gross body of some 
savage Comanche chief revolted him. 

“T'll scout ahead, Edgerton,” he said. “T'll have a better 
chance, one man alone, to get her away than even the 
troops. I'm going to try.” 

He sent two riders to inform Bellow he was to head up 
the lead train. He waited only long enough for the women 
to pack some food and fill his water jug, and then he was 
on his way, despite Edgerton’s warning that he was go- 
ing to certain death if he succeeded in locating the 
tribe. 


alike, 
taught from birth to leave no sign. 

When he rode out of the timber, with level land ahead 
as far as he could see, he pulled up to consider. This is 
the moment, he thought. I've got on 


hell because they've got a head start. 

If they had gone due north, that would take them to 
the northern limit of the province. If they'd gone north- 
east, they would, at some point, intersect with the Apaches 
and again engage in battle. If they'd gone northwest, 
they would end up too near San Antonio and the Mexican 
troops. He decided that they would go north, at least at 
first. 


He kicked his heels and Blaze began to trot. He'd over- 
take the Comanches in two or three days if they kept to 
the north. And he'd be looking for traces, if any existed. 


them. That failing, he would then have to cross both 
routes to the third one, which, he was convinced, they 
would never take, But he'd have to try, regardless. 

He handled Blaze carefully. He alternated gaits—walk, 
lope, gallop, walk. The Comanches would race, but he 
would catch up by never stopping for a night, but staying 
on the move, pausing to let the horse rest and graze, 
then pushing on. 

He followed his plan. He kept on the move, using the 
changing pace. Periodically, he dismounted and cooled 
down the horse, but they never really stopped, not all 
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that night or the next day or next night. And in that time, 
on the vast prairie, he saw not one settler’s cabin, no 
sign of the Comanches’ passage, and only once spotted an 
Indian, but of some other tribe he couldn't identify. 

The third night he had to stop, had to rest Blaze until 


At daylight, Blaze was hobbling on an ugly, swollen 
foot. Jay led him into the water and kept him standing 
there for an hour, Then he let the horse graze, noting 

water 


treatment, wondering if he should plaster the wound with 
mud, deciding against it. 

He'd not be able to travel tomorrow, maybe not the day 
after that, which meant he'd be more than three days be- 
hind the Comanches. He considered this, his heart like 
stone. 

He was now convinced he'd chosen the wrong route. 
He had watched; every inch of every mile, he had used 
his woodsman's lore. There had been no tracks, no spot on 
the prairie or in any woodland or beside any stream, 
where the Comanches may have camped. 

Northeast. They had headed northeast. 
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It was not until twilight of the seventh night that he 
found a sign, so faint he almost didn’t recognize it. He 
followed the trail cautiously, alert for any guard they may 
have left to follow at a distance, 

He hid Blaze in deep timber, then went tracking on foot. 
At every clearing, he went to his belly, inched along, 
keeping to the edge of trees, skirting the open space. 

And then, after more than an hour, he spied them. 
They were camped beside a stream, timber on two sides, 
water on one side, prairie on the other. He lay at one tim- 
bered edge, moving his gaze over the tepees, the horses, 
the cookfire and women, the men who were lounging 
about. He saw a guard strolling back and forth. 

He noted one tall Comanche who thrust an empty plate 
at one of the squaws. After it was filled, he went striding 
with it across the campground toward the stand of timber 
adjoining the one in which Jay was hidden. The warrior 
thrust the plate forward and, in the dim light of fires, 
Jay saw a blur of movement as it was accepted. 

And then he made out the silver of her hair. 

His heart moved, and his throat went dry. Every cell 
of his body wanted to go leaping in, to take her at rifle 
point, to ride full speed to safety, but he remained mo- 
tionless. There was only one way; wait. When he moved, 
it must be at exactly the right moment and with ut- 
most caution, as silently and unnoticed as a curl of smoke 
drifting through the air, 


The fires died. The Comanches who had squaws went 
into their tepees. The young single warriors spread blankets 
and slept. 

There were enough stars to see by, and Jay, scarcely 
breathing, watched the warrior who had taken food to 
Brigid. He saw him spread blankets, then walk to Brigid 
and bend over, as if he were untying her from a tree, He 
watched as they moved to the blankets and lay down. 

He saw the Indian assault the silvery-haired girl again 
and again. Jay’s body was drenched in sweat; his shirt stuck 


The guard sat down by the one fire he had kept going 
and began to eat. 

Now. Noiselessly, Jay lifted himself into a crouch, 
slipped along the timber and drifted, quieter than night, 
toward where she lay. At the blanket, he eased to his 
knees, put his hand across Brigid's mouth, firmly but with 
gentleness, at the same time setting his lips against her ear. 
“Jay,” he breathed. “Jay.” 

Swiftly, soundlessly, he drew his knife, clamped his hand 
over the Comanche’s snoring mouth, and plunged 
the blade into the heart. The Comanche died without so 
much as a gurgle. 

Brigid was sitting up, holding out her hands. Jay 
touched them, felt the thongs, and severed them with the 
bloody knife. 

To their left, a warrior mumbled and rolled over. They 
froze, his hand on hers, his knife ready, The Comanche 
smacked his lips and began to snore. 

As the guard put some more wood on the fire, Jay took 
Brigid’s hand, and they began to move. Like smoke, they 
left the camp and went into the timber. 


Chapter 36 


She rode behind him, arms around him, 

against his back. She was trembling so much that she 

to hold on tightly, loving him, feeling safe in his near- 
ness. She should have known he'd come after her! Even if 
he hated her, he was the sort of man who would never let 
Indians kidnap a woman and keep her. 

They rode at a walk, and she asked him why. 

“I don’t want to leave tracks. Those devils will be after 
us in the morning. We'll gallop later, when we're far 
enough away that the vibrations won't travel through the 
ground into their ears.” 

“Is it all right to talk? Can they hear that?” 

“Not as long as we whisper.” 

“The wagon trains—what 

“We drove the Comanches off.” 

“B-Benjamin and Janie—do you think they’d mark their 
graves?” 

“They were alive when I left. Badly hurt, but alive, 
Susanna Gorham and some of the other women were tak- 
ing care of them.” 

She began to cry a bit. “Oh, thank God! And the 
others?” 

“One man dead—Simpson. Seven wounded in your 
train. They didn't touch ours.” 

“Where are they now?” 

“Making for the grants. Your—husband—sent riders to 
get Mexican troops to come after you.” 

But Jay, beloved Jay, had come for her himself. Had 
come alone, 
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“Step only where you see one of Blaze’s feet step,” he 
warned Brigid. “If he’s dislodged a twig, put it back in 
place after you've passed it.” 

Laboriously, with infinite slowness, they moved into the 
heart of the trees. Here there was a small, fast, bright 
stream. Brigid ran to it, dropped to her knees, and drank 
thirstily. Jay let Blaze drink only a little, then unsaddled 
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him. Taking off his shirt, Jay rubbed him down, saying he 
didn’t want to break off tall grass for the purpose and 
thus leave signs for the Comanches to read. 

Brigid asked if she could go behind some bushes on the 
bank and wash up, and he replied that it would be safe. 
Hurriedly but thoroughly, she removed first her chemise 
and scrubbed herself, put it back on, and repeated the 

with her waist. 

She returned to Jay as he finished staking Blaze. Now 
he himself went to the stream and drank, then turned to 
Brigid, who stood watching him. 

At this time, aware, embarrassed that she was so scan- 
tily dressed, she inadvertently stepped toward him. Sud- 
denly they stood in each other's arms. 

Somehow their clothes were off, and they merged, man 
and woman, on the grassy bank of the stream. He caressed 
her breasts, and she felt her nipples rise, bud, flower. She 
felt her private place grow moist, hot, reaching. 

He moaned and kissed her nipples. He entered her, as 
naturally and smoothly as the morning sun had risen into 
the sky, and they moved together as gently and ceaselessly 
as the breeze that came off the water. 

Caught up by the wonder of what was happening, she 
held her breath. She was in the arms of her beloved, and 
this rising, flaming ecstasy was real—flesh and blood and 
spirit real. Release sparkled through her, and she 
seemed to wing into the sky, but at the same time she 
felt his shattering bliss. 

He drew out of her, but lay cradling her. “I should 
apologize,” he murmured. 

“No, darling! I—it’s nothing! I mean—” 

“Of course it’s nothing to you,” he said, his voice sud- 
denly hard. 

“It is something!” she whispered fiercely. “It’s—” 
She wanted to tell him that it was all of beauty, that it 
was her heart's gift to him, her soul’s desire. But he 
wouldn't let her talk. 

“How could it be anything to you?” he demanded. “Af- 
ter Gorham and Edgerton and the Comanche? You didn’t 
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try to fight the Comanche, that I saw with my own 
eyes!” 

“You mean—you watched?” she whispered, outraged. 

“Every filthy move. Who knows how many men have 
had their pleasure with you? Sullied you? How could it 
mean anything now?” 

“It so happens that it did—it does!” 

“Don’t lie. Spare me lies!” 

“I wouldn't lower myself to lie, especially to you! I 
wasn't to blame for—you know I wasn't!” 

“I grant that with your husband, even with the Co- 
manche, you couldn’t help yourself. But there’s no reason 
for Gorham. Or others—including myself.” 

She burned to scream out the truth, that she had loved 
only him. She had to bite her tongue to keep from cry- 
ing out that it had always been him, Jay Tiffany. She 
almost spoke, but she didn’t. He wouldn't believe her. Bit- 


“Put your clothes on,” he told her. 

She scrambled for them, such as they were, her chemise 
and a waist, She looked more naked, for some reason, now 
that she was half covered than she had before. She braided 


Chapter 37 


She could feel him watching her, and she could not en- 
dure it. Holding back tears, she pretended to sleep, turning 
over, so that her back was to him. 


dimly aware of the gentle sound of leaves moving in the 
breeze, of the gurgle of water, of sun and shadow, of know- 
ing that the man she loved despised her. 


He woke her by lifting her to the saddle and setting her 
down with a thump, mounting behind her. Putting his rifle 
somewhere on the horse, he looped his arms past her and 
took the reins. She clung to the saddle horn, not yet fully 
awake, wondering how long she had slept. 

There was more sun in the woods now, and it seemed 
to bear straight down. Jay slapped the reins lightly, and 
laze began to move, held to a cautious walk. Brigid sat 
erect, knees pressed against the sides of the horse, clinging 
the saddle horn with both hands, determined not to be 
thrown back against Jay. 

Further, she wasn't going to tolerate this silence that 
existed between them. He despised her, and certainly she 
was close to hating him, but he had rescued her from the 
Comanches, they did have a long flight ahead, and it was 
ridiculous to maintain a frigid silence. Even quarreling 
would be better than this. 

So, since he didn’t speak, but rode like an immovable 
cliff all of two inches behind her, she spoke first. “How long 
did we rest?” she asked, sternly cool. 
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“Three hours, by the sun.” His yoice was cold. 

“Is Blaze rested enough?” 

“Not like he should be, but we've got to be on the 
move.” 

“Even by daylight?” 

“Even then. There's been no hint of the Comanches yet, 
but if they get to this timber, they'll look behind every 
tree.” 

“Won't they pick up our trail, then?” she asked, 
alarmed. 


“What do you mean? What's got you scared?” 

“It's just that when we came into the woods, we 
walked. And if Blaze displaced so much as a twig—” 

“That was when we were going to stop. Now we're 
leaving.” 

“But—” 

“We're laying down no trail. The trees thin out here, 
and the grass springs up as fast as it’s stepped on. The 
chances that they'll find where we left, if they do stop 
here, are less than that they'll find where we came in.” 

His reply, cold but not angry, comforted her. 

“In case you're wondering,” he continued, “if they do 
pick up a sign where we went in, they'll have trouble de- 
ciding whether we were on the way in or out. They'll 
lose time, and every minute they lose is ten minutes in 
our favor.” 

“How is that?” she asked, 

“Because they'll be looking for us to make a direct 
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weeping, like screaming out in rage at herself. 


them?” 

“T'm sure, Jay. Fifteen in my pocket, and five—”" 

“Count them. All those devils need is just one, and 
they'll be after us as fast as if we'd blazed a trail with an 
axe!” 

Carefully, not hurrying lest she drop a pin, Brigid dug 
them out of her pocket. She counted them into his hand, 
and there were twenty. 

“That's all, Jay. That's every one I own.” 

“You don't know how lucky we are. Put them back in 
your pocket, one at a time. Button the flap. Let your hair 


She did as he said. “I'm sorry,” she told him. “This 
has made a lot of trouble.” 
“That it has. But we may have saved ourselves by stop- 


Only after she had put away the pins and he had again 
listened, ear to the ground, did he remount. 

“Tell me,” he murmured, “T've wondered. “Why did you 
run away from the wagon train at all?” 

“To escape life with my husband,” she said simply. 

He swore, under his breath, and then he allowed Blaze 
to gallop. Repeatedly Brigid was flung against him. In spite 
of his opinion of her, she wished she could stay in his arms, 
but wouldn't permit herself to do so. Miserable, yet angry, 
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There had been Sylvia, in St. Louis, and other women, 
He’d even considered proposing to one, whose bed was 
warm and enjoyable, but he hadn't proposed. Now there 
were Lil Mabrey and Florence Smith, both young and 
lovely, warm and willing. He could flip a coin and have 
either of them as bride. He could be a contentedly mar- 
tied man, he could have sons, 

That was what he'd do, he decided angrily. He'd flip a 
coin. Heads, he’d marry Lil; tails, he’d marry Florence, 
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blonde woman who was lovelier than any 
angel, had exerted over him for so long. 


He pounded on, then gradually slowed to a lope, then 
a walk. He found another stream as the sun was beginning 
here 


to set, and they dismounted. After taking care of 
Blaze, he shot two squirrels, started a fire, and devising a 


sat with his back 

timber along the stream. He put his ear to the ground 
more than once, The Comanches would camp for the 
night, but he and Brigid would move on, staying here only 


This time, when Jay woke Brigid, he told her to attend 
to the needs of nature. He had noticed, when they arrived, 


straightened up every time she was thrown against Jay. 

He saw her nod off, then jerk awake. Eventually, after 
doing this several times, she remained against him. She had 
fallen asleep in his arms, and, God help him, he liked it! He 
held her carefully, wanting her to rest, loving her, loving a 
woman he could never have. 


g 
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“It's a chance we have to take,” he replied. “We can't 
eat grass, like Blaze, and we've not got time to hunt for 


was 
Who 
in his ship’s cabin, then break off in anger. To ac- 
make love beside the stream, then turn cold. 

Once she dreamed that she was riding in his arms, that 
dismounted, carried her, put her down on velvet soft 
and that she had gone on sleeping. Mentally she 
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burned, angry with herself for having such a dream. It was 
so far removed from reality as to be ridiculous. 

The last stretch they rode was twelve hours. They started 
in early, raining dusk and traveled a long, streaming 
night. Their clothes were plastered to their bodies. The 


the next be surrounded by painted savages. 

He peered through the rain. This was where he'd hoped 
to meet the wagon trains, but perhaps they had en- 
camped because of the rain, and he would have to ride 
further east to intercept them. It was only moments later 
that he spotted one of the trains, and it was on the move. 


Jay’s shout woke her. She sat up, dazed. 
He shouted again. “Edgerton. It’s me, Tiffany!” 
Edward shouted back something she couldn't distin- 


guish. 

“Are the Mexican troops out?” Jay shouted. 

“ so,” came the reply through the rain. “—sent 
Cat and—” 

“I brought your wife back,” Jay said harshly, stopping 
next to the wagon. “I'm curious to know why you didn’t 
yourself ride to San Antonio de Bexar.” 

“My duty was with my train. I sent word to the troops.” 

Jay dismounted, then lifted Brigid to the wagon seat 
beside Edward, who scowled and muttered about naked- 
ness. Taking off his oilskin jacket, he shoved it at her. 

“Cover yourself!” he snapped. 

When she had done so, he kissed her on the brow. She 


296 SO WILD THE DREAM 


knew this was for appearances only. He wouldn't have 
minded if the Comanches had kept her forever. Still 
scowling, he now acknowledged the service Jay had done. 

Jay, cold and stern, nodded. 

The whole train had stopped when Edward halted his 
oxen, and now Gorham came slogging through the mud 
and rain. “What the hell’s going on?” he demanded. “We've 
fost time enough without stopping in the rain to have a tea 


“T've brought Edgerton’s wife,” Jay said, as though she 
were an object, a nuisance, something to be rid of. “She's 
safe. Wet, but in one piece.” 

“Well,” Hawk grunted. “Now Susanna won't have to take 
care of the brats night and day.” 

“They're still alive—they’re all right?” Brigid cried. 

“They ain't dead is all I know. You about ready to 
Start the train up, Edgerton? They'll wonder and come to 
find out why we're stopped and hold us back still more.” 

“Get to your wagon!” Edward clipped. “I'm ready!” 

After they began to move, Susanna came through the 
wagon and looked out the front opening. “Hawk told me 
you're back, child,” she said. “Get right into this wagon 
and dry off!” 

Brigid scrambled through the puckered opening. It was 
nearly dark inside, as it was still early and the rain heavy. 

“Hawk said you're taking care of Benjamin and Janie,” 
Brigid said. “Susanna—?” 

The older woman put her arm around Brigid and 
squeezed. “They're going to live, darling. The savages al- 
most killed them. They almost died a couple of times, but 
they're going to make it! With nursing and rest and 
lots of time and good food. Now, after you get on some 
dry clothes, we'll go straight to them!” 

She produced a towel as Brigid stripped off her soaked 
garments. She rubbed until Brigid was dry and her hair 
no longer dripping, then helped her to dress. 

After she had dressed, Jay, riding Blaze, appeared at the 
back opening. Peering into the wagon, where Susanna had 
lit a small lantern, he asked, “Everything all right?” 
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“] said they’re going to live; we're going to see to that. 
They’re still awfully sick. Benjamin's cut from the bottom 
of his neck to his little behind, and Janie’s got a cut 
around her neck that’s going to leave a wide scar, but 
they're going to live. They're better, you have no idea 


“Thanks to you!” whispered Brigid. 

“Frankie's nursed, and Mary Mabrey. Lil's sat with 
them and so have others, We never leave them alone but 
I have to get something 
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our wagon, Brigid,” he said. “You've been away from it 
long enough, as Mrs. Drury will agree.” 

“Oh, I do!” whispered Frankie, “That's just what I've 
been telling her!” 

Since both patients had taken broth, since both were 
sleeping and free of temperature, and since she knew 
that Edward was determined to have his way, Brigid 
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left. But not before she risked another butterfly kiss on 
each white brow. 

“My wife must rest after her ordeal,” Edward stated, 
gallantly helped Brigid out over the driver's seat and to the 
ground. “And it’s high time you behave as a wife,” he 
said, for her ears alone. 

He didn’t ask what the Indians had done to her, nor 
did he ask if she was tired. He took off his clothes, and 
she took off her own, knowing all too well what he wanted, 

He raped her that night, as he had never done. And in 
the hurting, punishing rape, she knew that he was aware 
she'd been taken by some Comanche and was now exer- 
cising his revenge. 

The memory of how it had been with Jay, the real 
thing, helped her endure. She determined to build on that. 
She would comply with Edward's demands for as long as 
she must, all the while strengthening herself against her 
revulsion for him. 


Aidt 


him back as long as 


oxen followed at their maddening 


One of the horsemen would be Cat, returned from 
riding for Mexican aid, which had been refused, another 


Edward had ridden out before dawn, warning his men 
not to let Gorham know and to hold 


Link, and the third Gorham. To reach the grant first, 


the damnable, lazy 
crawl, 


Hegel any 


bent 
» both land 


thought, but he 


reined up and breathed 
in Texas, The long flight 
Property, 
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They were still at a distance. He 
deeply. He had made it. He was 
Texan, gave a damn what he’d done, Every one of them 
busy ing himself, grabbing his 
Edward's only trouble was Hawk Gorham. The bastard 
could no longer blackmail him, Edward 
had possession of half his rightful 
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and gold. The problem now was not only to plant and 
build, but to 


—even until the next contingent of settlers arrived and 
were hard at their building and clearing. Then the tragedy 
would occur, and Edward would be solidly on his original 
path. 

His men would be rewarded with extra land. He'd try 
for an empresarioship for each, after he had 


Yes. Let Gorham come galloping up, filled wi 
Let him talk and plow and build and improve what he 
believed was his own acreage. 

Edward smiled again. 


gether. 
“They went to sleep a while ago,” Brigid whispered. 
you know how much longer it'll be? If they didn't 
be jiggled so much—” 
“It won't be but three or four hours, Hawk 
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Brigid nodded, glad that Susanna and Frankie would 
be close neighbors, and thinking she should get better 
acquainted with Annette, Cat’s wife. 

Susanna put a broad, warm hand over Brigid's hands, 
which were clasped tightly in her lap. “Don't you worry, 
dear. These two are going to heal, once the wagon stands 
still. And we're going to make a good life in this Texas! 
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Alarmed, she told this to Susanna, who clicked 
tongue. “I declare! Doesn't that husband of yours tell you 
anything? The three of them, the empresarios, decided to 
let each settler locate his land today, let him stand his two 
feet on his own dirt, They'll all drive back here—we're 
in the middle—and we'll have twice as big camp circle 


“Me, too, I'll have a home again,” 

Brigid said no more, She was glad to have arrived at 
last, but she meant to stay only long enough for Benja« 
min and Janie to get well and regain their former strength. 


{ 
During the weeks that followed, the men rode and 
walked out from the wagons daily to open the land. Jay 
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“Thank you for being so kind,” she told Jay. 
“Who wouldn't be?” he asked, and smiled. 


a 
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Then he returned to his work, and Brigid took Benja- 
min to the wagon torest, ~ 


Later, when she protested to Edward, saying it didn't 
jJook well for them to have such a big cabin, at least now, 
and that it wasn't fair to the settlers to put so much more 
work on them, Edward grew angry. 

“You should understand by now, you little fool, that an 

is an important man, entitled to more of every- 
thing than his settlers! Furthermore, I'm having the furni- 
ture we need built. Several of the men are good cabinet- 
makers.” 

“But Edward, they'll have their own furniture to build!” 

“Ah, but I'm paying. My strongbox is filled with both 


When a cabin was finished, its owners moved in, keep- 
ing their wagons for future hauling. The time came when 
all were in their cabins, making them into homes. . 

While the men and women had toiled and grown in 
strength, Benjamin and Janie had regained health. Benja- 
min had a long, jagged scar down his back, but it didn’t 
show when he was dressed. And Janie altered her 
dresses so they covered the wide scar on her neck. 

When he had a spare moment, Tom Piepmeier came 
over to see Janie. He was openly fond of the red-haired, 
freckled young girl, and she liked him. 

When Brigid teased her, she colored. “There'll be noth- 
ing between Tom and I!” she declared. “I don't like this 
Texas and don’t want to live in it. I want to go with you, 
Brigid, and get away from Texas. When are we going 
—how soon?” 

Brigid, who had been quietly planning even as she 
nursed her two patients and did all her other work, now 
divulged what seemed the best to her. “Edward wants to 
give a ball after all the corrals are built. Yes, a ball, here 
in the wilderness! He wants it to be the finest ever! I 
thought, while the guests are here, and there’s a lot of 
movement. ...” 

They put their heads together, whispering long and 


Chapter 40 


Hawk appeared in her kitchen one morning when Edward 
had ridden out with two of the cabinetmakers to select 
oak for a proper dining room table. She had given Benja- 
min permission to fish in the wooded creek not far away, 
and Janie had gone with him. 

She started when she saw Hawk, then, face hot, she 


It was a lie, but what he undoubtedly meant to do to 
her was worse than any lie. 

“No, I won't, you pretty little thing, blue dress, blue 
eyes. I know where Edward went, and I know he won't be 
back for a long time.” 

“My brother—” 


“She's washing clothes and Rita’s over to help her.” 
309 
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“I won't do it! You have no hold over me now!” 

“How come I've got no hold?” 

“We're in Texas, Edward’s safe, and so am I! I can do 
as I please, and I don't please to—” 

He laughed, a dense, growling chuckle. 

“Now's our chance, and we're taking it, pretty Brigid. 
Use your brains. What's one more roll if it keeps what's 
been between us secret?” 


“Brigid—yoo-hoo!” came a call from outside. And then 
Frankie was in the doorway. “Oh, hello, Hawk,” she said. 

“Don't let me interfere,” he replied coolly. “I came to 
see Edgerton, but he ain't here. You ladies visit.” He 
clumped out. 

“Rita and I thought you'd like to wash with us,” Frankie 
said. “If you've got anything to wash, that is.” 


over her at this miraculous escape, “I've always got very 
dirty clothes for Benjamin, now that he’s well!” 


She was back home and mixing the cake batter again 
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“Splendid!” he exclaimed. “So. You do have an idea in 
that blonde head now and again! We don’t have all our 
furnishings yet, but—” 

“We can't get everybody inside the house anyway, Ed- 
ward. If they'll bring their lanterns, we can hang them on 
trees, have the dancing outside the sitting room in that big 
space you've cleared to Jay out your English garden next 
year.” 
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He sat straight up in bed. “We'll make it tomorrow 
night! That's Saturday, and some of the men are begin- 
ning to talk about having Sundays to rest.” 

“Then they can dance all night,” Brigid said, with 
calculation, “and sleep all the next day.” 

That would give her hours if Edward, too, slept. 

“The food. Can you and Susanna—? The men can 
bring whiskey.” 

“We'll manage. Every woman will bring a special dish, 


“He’s pushed himself into this whole setup.” 
“Yes, Edward.” 
“It’s my place to give the first ball. I'm the main 
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If only he knew how childish he sounded. But this 
havior fitted her plan, and she was content to lie 
him as he outlined every preparation she must make 
morrow. 

When he was at last asleep, she inched out of 
pee pra diate gedieliretiyanes 
ee re ae en h was 
otha ninge erie oa 


EF 


one arm, and with the other hand closed the trunk, all 
without a sound. 

Noiselessly, carrying the strongbox in both arms, the 
key between her teeth, she moved out of the bedroom, 
across the breezeway, and into the sitting room. Here she 
set the box on a small, newly made table, went back and 
closed the door, then lit a candle. 


out slowly, and the trembling faded. Her heart was pound- 
ing so hard that she feared the vibration would travel the 
mattress and rouse him. Again she breathed slowly. 

An urgency took her to wake Janie and Benjamin at 
once, to flee now. She was beginning to inch out of bed 
again when Edward jerked half awake, mumbled, then 
turned over and slept. 
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press upon him exactly what to do. He 
her intention to run away. Added to this, none of them 
were dressed. They had no small bundle of extra clothing 


and they'd have a change of clothing to take along. 

There would be noise, laughter, music and much mov- 
ing about with all the settlers at the ball. There would be 
horses galore, some of them saddled. There would be 
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loose 
Edward would be occupied with his guests every 
ond. At some point, when the merriment seemed to be 
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“We'll set two chairs on the dais, thrones for the 
presario and his lady. You'll dance oncé with each of 
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i her 
brother and Janie about the escape, impressing on Ben- 
jamin the need for secrecy. 

“But why?" he asked. “Why are we running away?” 
“I can’t tell you now, darling,” she said. “When you're 
older I'll explain the whole thing.” 


“Older than that, when you're a man.” 
“Eighteen?” he asked, blue eyes wide. 
“Eighteen,” she agreed. “It's a grown-up reason, more 


the secret and do what Janie and I tell you. Promise?” 

His eyes remained wide, and he nodded solemnly. 
Brigid hugged him, but briefly, for he’d grown out of his 
small-boy acceptance of hugs and kisses, and told him he 

ing to 


“Well, then,” Hawk drawled, “we'll need three more 
chairs. I'm an empresario, Susanna’s my lady, and Tif- 
fany’s an empresario.” 


“It's for married empresarios,” he said with a grin as he 
with Brigid, nodded, went on to Susanna and Hawk, then 
away. 

The music struck up, Tom Piepmeier and Obidiah 
Grosshart both fiddling. Couples paired off, and the danc- 
ing began. 

Brigid danced first with Edward, then with Hawk. To 
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her relief, he behaved as much like a gentleman as was in 


care not to bump into one another. After their duty 
dances, Brigid and Susanna sat on the dais, Edward and 
Hawk with them. Some of the settlers clustered about the 
dais, some to rest for a moment, but most to laugh and 
talk and many—women and men alike—to be near Brigid 
and enjoy her sparkling beauty. 

Though inwardly tense over the coming escape, she 
managed to keep a smile on her face, chat with all, and be 
merrier than she had ever been. All the while, she waited. 


each of the empresarios. “My corn,” she explained with 
her usual honesty when Grosshart came to her. “It’s kill- 
ing me in these shoes, Thank you just the same, but I'm 
better off sitting.” 

Brigid, chatting with those clustered around her, also 
watched the dancers. Tom Piepmeier stopped fiddling long 
.enough to dance with Janie, who was smiling. Janie, how- 
ever, Brigid recognized, became more tense and watchful 
with every passing moment. 

Benjamin, in dark breeches and shirt, and the other 
children, were at the far edge of the dance area, some- 
times watching the dancers, sometimes running and play- 
ing. Brigid saw him look toward the dais * 

She couldn’t help noticing how often Jay danced with 
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Lil and Florence, who both looked more beautiful than she 


had ever seen them look. Each time Brigid cringed. She so 
longed to be his partner, his one and constant partner, but 


you're doing that, I'm going to put Benjamin to bed.” 

“Nonsense, The other children are up.” 

“It’s past midnight. Some are asleep on the ground. 
And Benjamin's been ill,” she added firmly. “I'm going to 
see him into bed myself.” 

“Nonsense, Brigid! He’s old enough to—” 

“Now, Edward,” put in Susanna, blessed Susanna, Bri- 
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gid thought, “don’t interfere in women’s affairs! Brigid’s 
right. It’s her duty to tuck that boy in, night like this. You 
don’t want him sick again.” 

Edward’s mouth tightened, a white line springing around 
it, but he went toward the table. Brigid motioned to 
Benjamin, who was watching as instructed, and sped to his 
bedroom. 


Janie was waiting in Brigid’s bedroom with Brigid's reti- 
cule, cloak, and scarf. As Brigid was tying the scarf over 
her head, Benjamin came running in. “Now!” Brigid whis- 
pered. She dropped through the back window to the ground 
and turned to help the others. 
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whicker. Brigid kept going; these were normal sounds 
wouldn’t carry above the fiddles and laughter and calling 
out of the merrymakers. 

They slipped through wide-spaced poles and into the 
corral Then, as prearranged, Brigid and Janie began to 
look for already-saddled horses. The animals stepped about 
and whickered, but the two carried on their search. Brigid 
touched horse after horse. No saddle. Janie’s luck was the 
same, 

“Most of them are bridled,” Brigid whispered, “but we'll 
have to saddle. The saddles are along the top rail. You 
get a horse, and I'll get one.” 

Leading two horses to the saddles, they tied them to 
poles. They were lifting down the first saddle when they 
heard the shot. 

It came from the back of the cabin, from the vicinity 
of Benjamin’s room. The music cut off. There was utter 
quiet from the cabin area, and Brigid knew the men were 
going for rifles, the women fleeing into the cabin. 

A barrage of shots came from the cabin; another bar~ 


gan chasing them. All except for the two tethered at the 
rail went thundering out and away. 

One figure yelled, “Dios!” and made for them. 

Brigid, drawing Benjamin and Janie with her, shrank into 
the deepest pool of darkness. She dropped flat on the 


that they must slip back to Benjamin’s room lest they be 
discovered here. Before they made it through the open 
gate, however, men with lanterns came running, Edward 
leading them. They were caught. 

“They turned our horses loose!” yelled a voice. Other 
voices cursed. 

Edward had Brigid’s arm in his viselike grip. “What are 
you doing here?” he demanded. He swung the lantern so 
its beam fell on Benjamin and on Janie. 

“Tl just see my wife to the house!” he calledto the 
men, who were going back toward the cabin, cursing the 
Mexicans. 

As they crossed the yard, Brigid saw two Mexicans ly- 


across it, and slammed the door. 
“Putting the brat to bed, were you!” he snarled. “What 
were you doing in the corral?” 
She lifted her head, met his eyes, and remained silent. 
He swept a look over her cloak and the scarf on her 
head. Snatching off the cloak, he saw the reticule fastened 
at her waist, yanked it off, opened it, and found the gold. 


“T'll devise a fitting punishment for this. In fact, I have 
one ready. I've taken care, until now, that you shouldn't 
become pregnant, by withdrawal most times. We had far 
to travel, and I didn’t want a puling wife. From now on, 
I'm keeping you pregnant. We'll see how far you run then. 
We'll see whether you disgrace me. 

“Now. Take that rag off your hair, and we'll rejoin our 
guests and say goodnight, the Mexicans having put an end 
to the ball.” 

Because he demanded ft and because she wanted to be 
with her friends, she went willingly. She found everyone 
solemn, frightened, but determined. Women embraced 
each other, while those men who were not out catching 
horses spoke of how fortunate they had been not to lose 
one American. 

With Edward, Brigid joined a group in which Jay, Hawk 
and Susanna were also present. She’d never seen Jay so 
deeply, quietly angry. When Hawk paused to draw a breath 
after cursing the Mexicans, and after some of the other 
men had had a chance to speak, Jay said thoughtfully, 
“We've got a challenge here, It’s obvious that we have not 
only the wilderness to tame, but the Mexicans as well. 
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Mexico active against Americans, one fact stands 
it goes deeper than the skirmish we had here 


“What do you mean?” Hawk demanded. 

“To stay here,” Jay replied, “we have got to win inde- 
pendence for Texas.” 

Others had drawn in and heard this. They stood mur- 
muring, nodding their agreement. 
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Tom was a crack shot, too. 

“There’s a rumor of fighting between Mexicans and 
Texans at San Antonio de Bexar,” Jay said, after he had 
been voted to head the meeting. “But it's a rumor only.” 

“Could be true,” Hawk said. “Way they hit us, they'll 
hit others. And us again until they wipe us out, er try to.” 

The settlers elected Jay their captain. Edward they 
named first lieutenant, much to his anger, which he 
concealed, and Hawk Gorham second lieutenant, to his 
rage, which he did not hide. 

“It's a mistake, and you'll find out it’s a mistake, if 
you live to see it!” he shouted. “I'm the man with ex- 
perience. I've been sea captain—fought pirates!” 

The settlers, however, stuck to their decision, and the 
chain of command stood as voted. 


Every day the officers of this civilian army were on the 
move, going from one cluster of cabins to another and, 
with the help of the occupants and their wives, throwing 
up earthworks. 

The skirmishes continued, but in a random fashion. The 
settlers buried three more Mexicans, and more of their 
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safe, 
She decided to scrub the kitchen floor, and on hands 


She scrambled to her feet, then held onto the mantel. 
“Go away,” she said. “Just leave.” 

“Oh, no. We got us a chance, and we're going to take 
advantage of it. Into the bedroom with you!” 

With one motion she seized Edward's extra rifle, 
which he kept loaded, and aimed it at Hawk. Hawk knew 
it was loaded because all the settlers had followed this 
Practice since the Mexican trouble had begun. 

He had leaned his own rifle in the doorway as he had 
come into the kitchen, and it was out of reach. 

His face was both lewd and wary. “Put that down,” he 
said. “You don’t know how to shoot.” 

“T've had lessons. And I'm close enough to you that it 
doesn’t matter. I can’t miss.” 

“Oh, come on. All I want is a little—" 

She moved the rifle warningly. “If you get your way 
this time, Hawk Gorham, you'll have to kill me first. It’s 
over, it’s done. You have no hold on me, not the least. 


She was just settling the weapon on its pegs when Jay 
entered. She saw him take note of the rifle, saw him look 
keenly from herself to Hawk. 

Jay wondered if Brigid had actually drawn on Gorham. 
She looked pale and frightened, and he wondered if Hawk 
had been forcing his attentions on her and she had put her 
hand on the rifle in self-defense. 


Wide-cyed, Brigid prayed that he didn’t suspect what had 
just happened. He might, just might, regardless of how he 
despised her, challenge Hawk in defense of womanhood it- 
self. This she absolutely did not want, could not handle. 

“D-do you want to see Edward?” she asked Jay. “He 
went to make the rounds of the earthworks. He—said 
you'd mentioned that all three of you should do that today 
—see which ones need shoring up.” 

“That's right,” Jay replied. He looked at Hawk. “How 
come you're not riding out?” 

“I started, and my damned horse took a limp. Thought 
Id let him rest. I'll ride out tomorrow. As I've said before, 
we need to make us up an expedition, it doesn’t have to 
be a big one, and get us some wild horses, Mexicans or no 
Mexicans. We can’t let them out-horse us.” 

“When we get our earthworks in order,” Jay agreed, 
“And if we don’t have skirmishes so often. Right now 
We Can't spare even three men.” 

“I figure we need six.” 

“You figure right. The problem is when we can risk that 
many.” 
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Hawk grunted. 

Jay watched him narrowly. When he had made the voy- 
age to Liverpool on the Sea Hawk, Gorham had con- 
ducted himself in a different manner than that which he 
later assumed. As a ship’s captain, he had been a hard man, 
overbearing and sure of himself, truce, but he had earned 
the right to be that way if he chose, 

He'd been the same, or so it seemed to Jay, on the re- 
turn voyage, until the time Jay saw Brigid stealing out of 
Gorham’s quarters and knew what had taken place be- 
tween them. Then Gorham seemed less admirable than 
before. 

Jay scowled. Angry at himself because of his thoughts, 
caused by the fact that Brigid, who gave herself to any 
man, had touched a rifle and looked pale, he turned to go. 

Brigid saw the scowl] and thought it was for her, because 
he despised her. She felt her color rise, her heart beat 
faster, 

“Is there a message?” she asked, keeping her tone prop- 
er. “What should I tell Edward?” 

“That I was here, that I'm making rounds.” 

“Nothing more?” She knew he wouldn’t speak a personal 
word to her, but she could not hold back the 

“That's all. I see he’s got his earthworks in good shape. 
Gorham—” 

“I know,” growled Hawk. “I don’t need telling. The 
south end of mine needs shoring up. That’s one reason I 
stayed home when my horse took the limp.” 

“Come on, then,” Jay said, making an effort to tol- 
erate this fellow empresario. “I'll give you a hand. That's 
why I'm out—to see the need and pitch in.” 

They left, neither one looking at nor speaking to Brigid. 

She was so mad she wanted to scream. Hawk had tried 
to rape her again, she had pulled the rifle on him, and 
although Jay had arrived, ke appeared to have seen noth- 
ing, sensed nothing. And now there they went, like blood 
brothers, to dig in the dirt! 

They had treated ber as if she were a nothing, an ob- 
ject like a scrub brush or a broom! She knelt again and re- 


327 


ee 
iv Ht i 


beginning with the area they had 
she began planning another escape. 


be able to take any gold with her, for the 
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started, the children sheltered in one cabin with one moth- 


er in charge; the other three women, with the three men, 
got into position behind the earthworks, and fought. 


In this manner, with the nearest neighbors slipping in 


first, the next nearest second, and on in that manner, their 


little home army assembled. One man remained at each 
attack-free complex with its women and children. 


But this system couldn’t work indefinitely. Very soon, 
next week or even tomorrow, the Mexicans would tire of 


Another rumor of fighting at San Antonio had reached 


Jay's ears. He was inclined to believe in it, even to spec- 
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ulate that the skirmishes he and his people were putting 
down might be part of an extensive plan. 

The Mexicans could be fomenting trouble over the 
whole area. Their strategy could be to keep the outlying 
settlers nervous and worn down until the forces at San 
Antonio wiped out all opposition, then came sweeping 
across to mop up the straggle of Americans. 

Eventually, he devised a new plan, a temporary one 
that would give them a better chance. Pondering it 
from every angle, the plan presented itself as the logical one, 

Accordingly, he mounted Blaze at sunup and went lop- 
ing across the prairie to discuss his ideas with the other 
two empresarios before presenting them to the settlers. 
As he rode, he was painfully aware that he was drawing 
ever closer to Brigid. 

Try as he would, he could no more get her off his mind 
then he could forget about the Mexicans. 


She was alone when he tethered his horse and rapped 
at the kitchen door. She was standing at the table, shap- 
ing dough into loaves, then putting them in iron pans, 
and he thought, before he got his mind under control, 
he’d never seen anything lovelier. 

“T’'m here to discuss a matter with your husband,” he 
said formally. 

“He isn’t at home,” Brigid said, just as formally, 

“When do you expect him back?” 

“Not for some hours.” 

He shifted his feet, uncomfortable in her presence, 
angry at himself for being so. 

“Then I'll discuss it with Gorham.” 

“He isn’t at home, either.” 

“And you don’t know when he'll be back.” 

“No. And Susanna can't tell you, because she and the 
twins are spending the day with the Mabreys.” 
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tedly. Putting the last loaf in a pan, 
She wiped her hands and arms. She wouldn't let her face 
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burn. There was no reason for her to be upset and angry 
because he was standing in her doorway asking all sorts 
of questions and showing his disapproval of an extremely 
minor thing. 

“I reckon there’s nothing wrong with Susanna going to 
visit, no,” he said. “Only with the Mexicans more trouble- 
some than Indians, it seems folks—womenfolks—would 
Stay close at home, not go roaming.” 

She covered the pans with a towel, setting the dough 
to rise. 

eet Ligh Roniansin and lenin go Sehinell 

“And you're not afraid?” 

“Oh, pifflel Of course I'm afraid! But the Mexicans 
come at night, and Benjamin is just a little boy—he has to 
have some freedom! Besides, they've got a hiding place at 
the creek.” 

He suddenly felt like a brute for the way he'd spoken. 
Now words wouldn't come. 

, “What should I tell Edward when he gets home?” she 
asked. 

“That I came to discuss strategy with him and Gorham.” 

“All I know is,” she said, “they've gone to sound out 
the settlers—and you—on some idea Edward has about 
Strategy.” 

He waited. 

“I don’t know what the idea is,” she said softly, sud- 
denly feeling sorry that Jay was under such pressure 
because of the seriousness of the Mexican situation, “Ed- 
ward tells me nothing.” 

“Have they mentioned it to Cat and Link?" 

“I don't think so. And you can’t ask them now, because 
they're gone, I don’t know when they'll be back, either.” 

She looked so troubled he had to do something, say 
something to comfort her. No matter what her life had 
been, she was a lovely woman, she had undergone hard- 
ship and battle. She didn’t deserve to be made miserable, 

“I understand, Brigid,” he said softly, 

Her eyes looked into his, the way they had done from 
the beginning. Unable to resist the open, offered love in 
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tenderly they shared the joy they had had before, deeper 
this time, more precious, 
They fell apart and lay silent, then came together 


“I love you so,” she whispered, her lips against his ear, 
“You are the one, have always been the one.” 


her, using Benjamin's safety as a threat. She related how 
Hawk had also blackmailed her into bed repeatedly, 
plus the way he had raped her in Goliad and tried to do 
it again, in this cabin. She outlined how Hawk had 
learned of Edward's guilt and blackmailed him out of half 
of his possessions, She revealed Edward’s various meth- 
ods of punishing her. She omitted nothing. 

Exhausted and emotionally drained, she stopped talk- 
ing. Before she knew whether he believed her or not, 
riders pounded into the yard. Jay hurried to the kitchen, 
and she pulled on her clothes and followed. 

Safely in the kitchen, she was weak from the realization 
of how close they had come to being caught. 


“Glad you're here, Jay. We've been talking to some of 
the men,” Edward said highhandedly. “They're all of our 
opinion.” 


“Which is?” Jay asked. 

“That we've got to do more about those damned Mexi- 
cans. Run them down, if we can find them, and wipe them 
out before they wipe us out. We rode over to your place to 
discuss ways and means with you before holding a regu- 
lar meeting, but you weren't there. We have to move 
fast.” 

“I agree,” Jay said. “That's why I was over here. I've 
got an idea along those lines.” 

“Out with it!” snapped Hawk. 

But before Jay could begin, a rider came streaking 
across the yard, his horse lathered. He reined up at the 
door. “Men!” he cried. “We need men at the Alamo!” 


Chapter 44 


They pulled the man into the kitchen. He would neither 
take coffee nor sit down. 

“There's no time! We've got to have all of you, every 
man in these parts, at the Alamo!” 

“What's the Alamo?” demanded Link. 

“Mission—fort—at San Antonio de Bexar!” 

“We've heard rumors,” Jay said. 

“They're true! The Alamo’s been under siege since 
February twenty-third, and this is March fifth! For more 
than ten days, one hundred Texans have held off two 
thousand Mexican troops and haven't lost a man!” 

“My God!” ejaculated Jay. “Who heads them, how can 
they fight against such odds?” 

“Travis is in command! He'll never give up! The men 
are Texans, they can fight against the greatest odds, but 
now Santa Anna— 

“The general from Mexico itself?” Cat broke in. 

“That's him! He's on the march with six thousand men! 
We need every man, every rifle!” 

Antagonistically, Gorham told the courier, “We can't 
fly off the handle. We've got problems of our own. We 
Know, too, that the Americans have been trying to get a 
separate government from Mexico.” 

“And we know,” Link said, “that Mexico wants the 
Texans to submit to the Mexican government,” 

“Which we'll never do!” gritted the courier. 

“There’s been fighting before about who’s to run 
what and how,” Gorham growled. “I don't know about 
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jumping in on either side. What we want is to be let alone 
to develop our land, not get into war with Mexico.” 

“But you're Texans now!” argued the courier. “And 
Texans are in favor of upholding the constitutional rights 
of Texas! They want a general convention!” 

“All that happened before our time,” Gorham said. 

“As I understand it,” Jay said, “the result of the Texans” 
attitude was that General Ugartechea was ordered here 


“Yes,” Edward snapped. “They were, on the face of it, 
sent to protect the settlements from Indians.” 

“We know better than that,” Hawk Gorham muttered. 
“They're here to scare the colonists, But we don't scare 


Texas they think we're going to get control.” 

“Doesn't that prove it?” asked the courier, who was a 
thin, worn man of thirty, his face streaked with dirt. 
“And now Santa Anna's coming in to finish the job, get 
tid of us! We've got to band together and keep him from 
doing it!” 

“That's not the angle,” Gorham snarled. “The angle is, 


off! We can’t leave our places, we can't leave our grants, 
to go fight in no Alamo with a handful of men!” 

When the courier would have spoken, Edward made a 
chopping motion, “This proposition of yours is too wild,” 
he said coldly, | 

“It's got to be wild! Anything any Texan does, you in- 
cluded, has to be wild, because it can't be anything else! 
Not in the face of Santa Anna!” 

Again Edward made the chopping motion. “Tiffany. 
Tell your plan, It seems we've got two choices, So we 
need the facts.” 
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“The best I can figure out,” Jay said, speaking with 
deliberation, “is both simple and complex.” 

“Plans!” shouted the courier. “We need men, and you 
sit here and talk of plans and measure them against—my 
God, what kind ‘of men are you?” 

“We're Texans,” Edward replied. “Make no mistake. 
We've got more than ninety fighting men. But we can't go 
rushing off without giving it some consideration.” 

“If we go,” Gorham bawled, “we leave our women and 
children unprotected, leave them to withstand attack from 
these Mexican bands. The fact that we've ridden to the 
Alamo won't stop our troubles here.” 

“Don’t you see, man, don’t you understand? Once we 
defeat Santa Anna, we'll go after these raiders and every- 
body’ll be safe!” 

“Quiet!” snapped Edward. “Go on, Tiffany.” 

“My idea was to bring the wagons, women and chil- 
dren here to your place, Edgerton, because your cabin is 
the biggest. And because it abuts yours, Gorham, which 
is next largest.” 

“And the purpose?” Edward asked. 

“So far the Mexicans have hit only one group of cabins 
at a time. The next time, tonight even, they may hit two 
or three or maybe all of them at once.” 

Brigid gasped. “That would mean—” 

“That would mean, if they attack all cabins at one 
whack, there’d be four men and four women at each com- 
plex, against twenty or forty Mexicans.” 

“We wouldn’t have a chance, those sodding bastards!” 
cursed Gorham. 

“But with ninety-three men and almost the same num~- 
ber of women here,” Jay continued, “we'd stand a very 
good chance of beating them off. And we'd force them 
to attack one spot only.” 

“They could burn the cabins that way,” Link said. 

“We can rebuild.” 

“I must admit your plan is sensible,” Edward said. “How 
will you get the men to vote on it?” 


“By having each man who takes word to a complex 
get those men’s votes. And so on—over both grants.” 

“What would we do with the wagons?” Edward asked. 
“Why bring them?” 

“To save them from burning. As added protection. 
We can circle them both inside and outside our earth- 
works.” 

“This is madness!” the courier screamed. “Santa Anna 
—and you plot war strategy here against a handful of—" 

“An unknown number of killers,” Edward interrupted. 
“We're not insensible to your need, sir. We're not unwilling 
to help you. If we didn’t have this local war—and it's 
been waging for days—we'd be on our horses now, rousing 
our men, and some of us, at least, would be streaking 
for the Alamo!” 

“Till ride to every one of your settlers!” threatened the 
courier. “Let each one decide for himself what he’s going 
to do!” 

“That would be a waste of time,” Jay told him. “Our 
men stick together. None of them will split off from the 
rest. Also, we're short on horses. What we do is by vote, 
not unanimous, but by vote.” 

“Horses can carry double! Get your men together and 
let me tell them what's at stake. Tell them your plan. 
Let them vote; at least let them do that much!” 

Jay looked first at Edward, then at Hawk. 

“Are you in favor of discussing my plan with the others? 
And taking the plan to help the Alamo under advisement?” 

Both men nodded. 

“So what you do, man,” Hawk snarled to the courier, 
“is go ride someplace else. Get yourself some other men, 
if you can find them. By the time you've done that, 
can stop back past here and see what we've decided.” 

“You're wrong, you know!” pleaded the courier des- 
perately. “You're wasting time, time that means life to 
the men in the Alamo!” 

“And probably death to us if we go there!” retorted 
Hawk. “We've got death coming at us when we stay at 
home and tend our own affairs. So far, it’s not been needed 
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that we go stick our noses in somewhere else, looking for 
or 

The courier threw out his hands, cast a beseeching 
look at the men. Two tears rolled down his cheeks, mak- 
ing a trail in the dust on his face. “Pray God that you 
don’t regret this delay!” he exclaimed. “The future of 
Texas depends on what we do now. Your future depends 
on it!” 

“Our future,” Hawk snarled, “depends on staying alive, 
Which we have managed to do until now. I say what 
you're trying to get us to do is sure death. I cast my 
vote here and now; I don't have to wait for the others, 
I vote against going into the Alamo—it's a trap!” 

“Our cabins are traps, too,” Jay said. “Out-in-the-open 
traps. We're in as much danger of being killed here as 
in the Alamo, maybe more.” . 

“At least we know what we're in for here,” said Cat. 
“We know we've fought and run the Mexicans off. We 
know nothing about the Alamo, never saw it, never clear- 
ly heard of it until you came!” 

Brigid felt that her chest was bursting. She felt sorry 
for the dedicated, desperate courier; he was trying so hard 
to get help for his fellow Texans, trying to get help from 


Inside, suddenly, she knew how this poor courier felt. 
How torn he was, how bedeviled, how fiercely determined 
to persuade, to get help. 

“Wait!” she cried, not knowing, until she heard her 
own voice, that she was going to speak, to dominate the 
little group. “Let him tell us about the Alamo, what it's 
like, how it compares to our defenses. It's only fair. He's 
listened to us, now it's our turn to listen to him, really 
listen!” 

Edward looked at Brigid in keen disapproval, and Hawk, 
Cat, and Link scowled at her. Jay looked thoughtful. “We'll 
hear you out,” he said. 

When Edward, cold-faced, would have protested, the 
courier began to speak rapidly. “If only you'll do that 
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much, gentlemen,” he said fervently. “I realize I've burst 
in on you and— 

“My name is Belisle, John Belisle, and I'm from Gon- 
zales. That's where my land is. I knew there was bad feel- 
ing between the Mexicans and the Texans, everybody 
finds that out right away.” 

“Then why did you go to Bexar, why didn’t you stay 
at home?” Edward asked cuttingly. 

“It was for my wife, sir. She’s ailing, and there’s a 
doctor in Bexar. Nobody else seemed able to help her, so 
I took her to this doctor, and we got a room. There were 
troops all over, and I was anxious to be on our way 
when all this began.” 

“Why did you get pulled into it?” demanded Hawk. 
“Why didn’t you go home?” 

“I knew there were only a hundred men in the Alamo. 
Then, just as I was about to leave, the Mexicans attacked 


dred! I couldn’t turn my back on that. I talked it over 
with my wife and she said, ‘Stay, John. Help the best you 
can.’” 

“And you thought the best help was to fortify the 
Alamo with more men,” Jay said. 

“That's it! That's what I thought then, and it's what 


“If only I could, sir! I aspire to no such thing, but if 
IT could get all your men—” 

“Some would have to stay here,” Jay warned. “We'd 
need a force to protect our women and children against 
& possible attack. Then, there's the problem of horses. 
Even riding double, we'd not have enough horses.” 

“Half, then! Or less! If we could have even two dozen 
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of your men, they could be the ones that’d mean victory.” 

“Added to a hundred others!” snorted Hawk. 

“Granted, sir, But twenty-four here, ten there, even 
two or three or one man! They add up. That’s how we'll 
win, it’s the only way we'll win!" 

“Your intentions are admirable,” Edward said. “But to 
carry them out, if other settlers are in our situation, will 
be difficult, I doubt that in all the grants there are enough 
men to spare from home defense, if they're being harassed 
as we are, to make up the two hundred you want.” 

“That's only my figure, you understand,” Belisle said. 
“Travis, the commandant, thinks we need twice that and 
more. He needs large reinforcements, of course. The gar- 
rison is starved for men; we've got to find them.” 

“Be on your way,” Hawk snarled. “No point in throw- 
ing away time you could spend riding somewhere else.” 

“Let him give us the whole situation,” Jay insisted. 
“Then after he leaves, we can vote on what we'll do.” 

Belisle talked faster, his manner growing in excitement, 
his attitude resuming its initial desperation. “The enemy 
has kept up a constant bombardment from two howit- 
zers!” he cried. “I was told that by the commandant and 
witnessed it myself, One howitzer is a five and one-half 
inch, and the other an eight inch. A blood red banner— 
the red flag of no quarter—waves from San Fernando 
church.” 

“Naturally, they'd have a flag,” commented Edward. 

“We fly our flag too, sir, he said and then went on. 
“The Mexicans have declared us rebels, and they demand 
that we surrender at discretion or the whole garrison at 
the Alamo will be put to the sword!” 

The men waited. 

“Their threats have no effect on Travis or his men, ex- 
cept to make them fight the harder. Travis himself calls 
it a high-souled courage that marks the patriot who is 
willing to die in defense of his country’s liberty and his 
own honor. He declares that the citizens of Bexar are all 
our enemies except for those who have joined us and 
that those who have not joined us in this extremity should 
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be declared public enemies and their Property should 
help in paying the expenses of the war. He's got a stirring 
battle cry, Travis has. ‘God and Texas—Victory or Death!" 
The men rally to it.” 

“You're getting carried away,” said Edward. “Hard facts, 
Belisle. That's what we need to hear.” 

Brigid saw the other men, even Jay, nod. 

“Yes,” agreed Belisle, visibly calming himself. “They've 
got a curbed well inside the Alamo, and they've brought 
in beeves and corn.” 

“Then they won't starve,” grunted Hawk. 

“But the attack! The awful force of the enemy! There's 
been heavy cannon attack from two long nin 
mounted on a battery on the opposite side of the river—” 

“The San Antonio River?” asked Jay. 

“Right! And the nine-pounders are only four hundred 
yards from our walls. Travis has written all this down 
for his superiors, and I've read it so I can carry word, and 
I've been inside the Alamo fighting, living through it!” 

Brigid, herself ready to grab a rifle, gallop to the be 
leagured Alamo and take her place among that hand- 
ful of gallant defenders, stared at the listening men, scarce- 
ly able to believe they weren't taking fire at the plight 
of their fellow Texans. 

Edward and Hawk looked impressed but reluctant. Only 
Jay stemed sympathetic, but in a sternly thoughtful man- 
ner. 

“They've encircled us with entrenched encampments 
On all sides,” Belisle went on. “And at calculated dis- 
tances. Travis estimates them in Bexar, four hundred yards 
west; in Lavilleta, three hundred yards northwest, and at 
the old mill three hundred yards north. 

“In spite of the fact that the enemy has been so busily 
employed in encircling us, a company of thirty-two men 
from Gonzales, my home town, got to us at three o'clock 
in the morning. And Colonel Bonham, a courier from 
Gonzales, a fine man I know personally, got in this morn- 
ing at eleven without injury.” 


THE EMPRESARIOS | | 34t 

“That makes not a hundred men,” Hawk interjected, “but 
a hundred and thirty-three.” 

“Yes, but still only a fraction of what’s needed—I can't 
impress that on you deeply enough! Remember, we've held 
out for over ten days against what Travis estimates to be 
from a thousand to two thousand men to as much as six 
thousand on the way! A reinforcement of about a thou- 
sand is now entering Bexar from the west, the vanguard 
of other thousands, and I think Santa Anna himself is 
now in town, from the rejoicing we heard!” 

“I don’t see how one man shut up in a fort can es 
timate the number of the enemy,” growled Hawk. 


“If he's shot down,” Edward remarked, “the men un- 
der him will be in a bad way with no Jeader,” - 

“Another leader will take his place. Commandant after 
commandant can be slaughtered by those devils, and 
another will rise from his boots. Right down to the last 
man in the Alamo!” 


empresarios—Jay, surely it would be Jay—to take fire 
from the courier’s impassioned, stark need. But none of 
them did. 

“Colonel Fannin,” Belisle said next, “is reported to be 
on the march with reinforcements, but we fear it isn’t true. 
Rumors fly. We hear that fifty men are on their way from 


never arrive.” 

“They're like us, probably,” Jay said. 

“Certainly they are!” clipped Edward. “They have 
prior commitments.” 

“What commitment takes precedence over freedom?” 
demanded Belisle. 
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“As empresarios,” Edward said coldly, “Tiffany and Gor- 
ham and I are responsible for ninety families on these 
two land grants. We can't leave them here, and we can't 
take them all to the Alamo, couldn’t even if we had the 
horses. There'd be no room, with all our women and chil- 
dren, for fighting men to operate!” 

“Jay—please!” Brigid cried involuntarily. 

Edward’s glare stabbed through her; the white line 
sprang around his mouth, and she knew she was in for 
further punishment but didn’t care. 

The others seemed not to have noticed her appeal, not 
even Jay seemed to have heard her, for he said nothing. 
His expression, however, was intense, betraying that he 
was thinking seriously, that he was not just tossing off the 
problem, this terrible need, as were Edward and Hawk. 
He was considering the plight of those one hundred and 
thirty-odd men surrounded by thousands of armed Mexi- 
cans. 

Brigid recalled the skirmishes she had been through 
with the Mexicans and quailed. Jay and the others had 
estimated the number of their attackers to be twenty-odd, 
thirty, once fifty. 

And the settlers had had to fight hard to rout the 
enemy. Each time they attacked, their numbers seemed 
to grow, and it took more concentrated fighting and a 
longer time to send them running. And these were only a 
fringe of the enemy, sent out to harass, to kill as many 
as they could, but mainly to unnerve the settlers. 

Which they are doing, Brigid thought. They've come 
at us so much that now even Jay dares not tell this poor 
man that we'll help, that even half our men will help. 

Bring the women and children here, to our cabin, to 
Susanna’s cabin! she ached to cry. Circle the wagons. 
Leave us rifles. Leave us ten men—ride double if you 
must—walk—but go! We'll have our own force—there's 
not a woman who can't shoot! Don’t you see, can't you 
think of that? 

But she didn’t cry out. The men wouldn’t consider her 
solution for an instant. And she could think of no ap- 
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proach, in the heat of the moment, that would convince 
them that women, too, could form an army. Not in a 
million years, she thought heavily. I could never talk 
them into it, not even Jay! 


“You've made it all understandable," Edward said 
coolly. “I insist that you ride on, be about your mission,” 

“We'll consider the matter carefully,” Jay told Belisle, 
“You can depend on that.” 


Chapter 45 


“What do we do first?” Cat asked Edward. 

“Proceed with Tiffany’s plan. Send word in our usual 
manner, Have all men and horses, all women, children, 
oxen and wagons converge here, circling my cabin and 
Gorham’s, both inside and outside the earthworks.” 

“Set up our defense,” interjected Link, “as if this Be- 
lisle had never been here.” 

“Surely not!” cried Brigid. “You can't just ignore what’s 
going on at the Alamo!” 

Edward glared at her again. “We're ignoring nothing!” 
he snapped. 


“Just putting first things first,” agreed Hawk. 

She looked at Jay in appeal, not thinking or caring 
what Edward might do to her as a consequence. Jay 
caught both looks, Edward's at her, and hers at himself. 

“As empresarios, we're in accord,” he said, speaking 
not directly to Brigid, but to all. “Edgerton is right. Our 
first move is to bring all our people and equipment to 
one spot.” 

“I further suggest,” Edward said, “that we get our rein- 
forcements in place and give time for the excitement to 
tone down before we open the matter of the Alamo.” 

Jay frowned. Then, slowly, he nodded. 

“Or not tell them at all,” Hawk said. “There's a saying 
that the Lord—not that I toady to the Lord any more 
than I do to any living man—helps him who helps himself.” 

“They have a right to know!” Brigid protested, “Mr. 
Belisle went away with your promise to see whether—” 

“Brigid!” snapped Edward. “Excuse my wife, gentlemen. 

344 
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inclined to be emotional about certain matters. My 
»” he continued, turning gallantly to her, but with 
of hell flaming out of his eyes, “do remember 
position and leave this matter to the empresarios.” 
ybe the empresarios should vote now,” Jay said. 

“About what?” demanded Hawk. 

“Whether we're going to keep our word to Belisle, 
Whether we're going to put this Alamo proposition up to 
the men.” 

“I vote no,” Hawk said promptly. 

“I vote yes,” Jay said. 

Edward frowned. “I vote affirmative,” he said. “It's im- 
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appeal for help, and they learn of it later, which they'd 
be certain to do, we'd lose face. As empresarios, Gorham,” 
he concluded, turning to Hawk, whose mouth was grim, 
“we've integrity to maintain.” 

“Tt doesn't mean we have to help,” Hawk snarled, “and 
that I'm voting against, regardless.” 

“No,” Edward agreed. “It doesn’t mean we'll ride to 
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After the men left, Janie and Benjamin came in with a 
good catch of fish. After the three of them cleaned the 


situation at the Alamo as best she could and told the girl 
that it was, later this evening, to be put to a vote before 
the settlers. 


SO WILD THE DREAM 
“You mean whether they'll go to the Alamo?” Janie 
asked, every freckle 
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out. 


“Yes. They're to vote on it.” 


Brigid teased, in an effort to 
young, and I'm 


“Tom'll vote to go, I know he will!” 
“No, I'm not! I like him, but he’s too 
too young! Besides, 


“You're sweet on him,” 
lighten the girl’s mood. 
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“This John Belisle,” a voice spoke at last, and 
located the speaker. It was Bob Mabrey, Lil’s father. 
“Yes,” Jay said. “What about him?” 


i 


“Let others defend the Alamo!” bawled Hawk. “I’m an 
empresario as much as the others, and I say our own 
homes and families come first!” 

“He's right!” yelled another man. “And what about 
them that'd go? They'd be killed—what about their fami- 
lies? No, I'm not leavin’ my wife and kids!” 

“Nor me!” shouted others. 

“We've got our hands full right here,” Link Drury said. 
“If those devils come at us in force, we'll be hard put, 
even entrenched and waiting!” 

“I agree,” said Cat. “We have all we can do to take 
are of our own!” 

“We owe allegiance to all Texans, not just to our- 
selves,” Jay said, his voice ringing out so that the mut- 
tering and talking back and forth ceased. “Those men at 
the Alamo are fighting to protect us, to protect all Tex- 
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ans. They're fighting our battle while we wait here, safe.” 

“We don’t know when we'll be hit!” yelled Hawk. “You 
know that, Tiffany!” 

“And I know too that if Santa Anna overwhelms the 
Alamo, and marches this way, we haven’t got a chancel! 
What can the few of us do to stem six thousand 
troops? As I see it, we've got to send half our men. Let 
some ride double, others march.” 

It went on. The settlers spoke, for and against. Every 
man voiced his opinion. Some women stared, rock-faced, 
while others wept, clutching their husbands and whisper- 
ing, pleading with them not to go. 

Jay put it to the vote finally, the issue being whether 
half the settlers were to go or all were to remain. “Those 
in favor of sending half our men raise the right hand!” 
Jay called out, his hand the first one up. 

“Those against!” 

Forty-five more hands lifted. 

“You lose by one vote!” Hawk yelled. “We stay! We 
keep our grants free of Mexicans!” 

Next they voted on sending two dozen men. The ma- 
jority voted against it. 

Bob Mabrey jumped onto the breezeway. “Some of us 
already got our horses saddled!” he yelled. “What's holdin’ 
us?” 


Shouts of assent rose. 

“The vote's holding us!" Jay cried them down. “We've 
got to stick together, now and always! But I've got anoth- 
er idea. It might help. Listen to it and then we can put 
that to the vote!” 

The instant Brigid heard Mabrey shout that there 
were saddled horses, she moved to Janie, only a step 
away. “Now,” she breathed. “We'll ride north, to some 
settler’s cabin!” 

Unnoticed even by Edward, who was occupied in ar- 
guing with one of the losers, the two girls slipped to 
Benjamin's room and wakened him. Immediately, for he 
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had fallen asleep in his clothes, they made their way out- 


The kitchen side of the cabin was deserted, but they 
could hear Jay calling out to the settlers. “The question up 


| “All against, ‘Nay!’ ” 
' Silence. 


“The ayes have it!” shouted Jay. “My horse fs saddled. 
If you ladies will give me a packet of food and some 
water, I'll be on my way!” 

“Run!” Brigid panted. “We can't let him see us!” 

' They found horses with ease, tore off their 
and lifted Benjamin up. Then Janie helped Brigid 
behind him. Leading her own horse, Janie closed 


ere 


“Do you think we can find a settler’s cabin?” Janie 
asked, very low. 

“We're sure to, if we ride long enough. We can't go to 
the mission now, not with the fighting at the Alamo, But 
we'll get away. This time, we will!” 

Now Brigid urged her horse to a lope, to a gallop, Ben- 
jamin clinging to her, bouncing as much as she did. Be- 
hind, she could hear the other set of hoofs. 


dom, while he was riding into artillery fire, 
face of six thousand Mexicans. 
Suddenly she couldn't do it. She couldn't see the 
she loved ride to the Alamo to fight with those other few 
men, almost as brave as himself, while she was fleeing 


for the 

Alamo. She and Benjamin and Janie were racing to free- 
going into the 

man 
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to safety. She had to be with Jay, had to fight at his side, 
him should he be wounded. 

would take care of Benjamin and Janie 
would not—could not—tear herself from 
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“Brigid,” Jay exclaimed. “It's you, isn't it?” 

“And Benjamin. Janie’s on the other horse.” 

“What in the name of God are you doing here?” 

“Following you.” 

“What for? If there's any message, I know damn well 
the men wouldn’t send two—” 

“There's no message.” 

“Damn it then, why did you leave camp?” 

“We were going to escape.” 

“So, to escape, damn it, you followed me!” 

“You don't have to swear, Jay Tiffany!” 

“What else can a man do? Here we are, less than half 
a mile—” 

“From the Alamo?” Brigid whispered. “Where are the 
Mexicans? Don't they have outposts, don't they—” 

“I don’t know what they've got!” 

“But if we're that close, you're in danger!” 

“Yes, we're in danger—all of us! Why didn’t you ride 
north or east? Why follow me, when you know I'm going 
into battle?” 

“That's what we were doing—riding north!” 

“What made you turn? Why didn’t you keep north?” 

“Because!” 

“That's the damndest excuse—” 

“Sir,” Janie put in, “don't blame her, please!” 

“Why not? She's the ringleader, isn't she?” 

“But it's not what you think! It—she couldn't bear for 
you to go into that fighting alone!” 
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“What else did you expect, Brigid? After the vote?” 

Again it was Janie who answered. “She couldn't go 
to her own safety while you. . . . Sir, she cares what hap- 
pens to you!” 

For a moment he was speechless. “Brigid,” he said at 
last, grimly, “what did you think—?” He broke off. 

“I can fight at your side. Reload your rifle,” 

“And your brother and Janie? What were you thinking 
of when you turned from their safety and rushed into my 
danger?” 

“I wasn't thinking, Jay. I was only feeling.” 

He sidled his horse over, reached out and pressed 
of the hands with which she gripped the reins so 
ately. “You little—goose!” he murmured. 

He couldn’t explain the warmth that flooded 
there wasn't time to try. He had to get these 
ones to shelter. 

He assessed the situation. Because of the 
condition at the Alamo, he couldn't take them back 
and return in time to be of assistance here. send 
back alone was unthinkable, and he doubted that 
would go, There were too many Mexican soldiers 
over the area to seek refuge for them at a mission. 
remained but one solution, and that was to take 
the Alamo with him. 

He told them to follow him to the stand of timber, 
Once there, he said, “Get off your horses, Tether them, 
What are those bundles?” 

“Our skirts,” Brigid said. “We took them off so we 
could ride.” 

“Put them on. We'll walk the rest of the way to the 
fort, keeping to trees and shadows as much as we can, 
And pray that clouds will cover the stars and that no sen- 
tinel spots us.” 

When the girls had put on their skirts, the four of 
them began to slip through the night, Jay first, then 
Brigid, with Benjamin’s hand in hers, Janie last, 

There was a smell of smoke, an occasional rifle shot. 
Until now, Jay hadn't heard any artillery, He had only just 
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warned his charges to expect this, when there came burst 
after burst of artillery fire. 

It exploded the night, clattered and roared on. Janie 
screamed softly at the initial burst, and then Jay heard 
her praying as they went on. 

“We're keeping off to one side,” Jay told them. “There's 
less action here. We're in less danger.” 

Though he spoke with assurance, it was solely to ease 
their fears. They were a hundred yards to the east of one 
Mexican entrenchment, and he maintained that distance, 
making for the end, hoping to find a gap between it and 
the Alamo. The entrenchment had to stop somewhere; he 
was reasonably sure it wouldn't extend to and abut the 
very walls of the fort. 

Now he bore in closer, on the watch for sentries, and 
thought he could discern a gap. He continued parallel to 
the entrenchment, the booming of a cannon in his ears, 
gunsmoke searing his nostrils, aware of the firm grip of 
Brigid’s hand. This was the first he realized they were 
progressing thus, linked hand to hand, like a short human 
chain. 


He broke into an easy run, feeling his companions fol- 
low. They were in no danger from the Mexican artillery, 
but the Alamo’s guns were raking the entrenchment, and 
shots were hitting the ground beyond, much too close for 
safety. 

When they reached the end of the entrenchment, he 
ran faster, using all the speed he thought the boy could 
attain. Jay's lungs, loaded with smoke, ached and stung, 
and he thought, with a mental curse, how it must be 
affecting the others. 

He pounded through the gap, pulling his human chain. 
He could hear nothing if they cried out; the artillery blot- 
ted all other sound. He staggered to the fort wall, almost 
crashing into it. Carefully, feeling his way with one hand, 
leading his charges with the other, he searched for an en- 
trance. His hand came onto wood, and he pushed. The 
door resisted, and he felt for some way to get in, some 


THE EMPRESARIOS 355 


latch, but it wouldn't work. Of course. All doors would be 
barred inside. He beat on the wood and called out. 


coughing, tears from the smoke running down their faces, 
as well as his. Now he hammered the door with both 
fists and reared his loudest. 

The door inched open a crack, and a haggard-faced 
man peered out. Another man, rifle at the ready, stood 
behind him. 

“T've come to help!” Jay shouted. 

The door opened enough to let them in, then was 
quickly closed. The bar clattered into place. 

“You'll have to sce the commandant,” said one man. 
He looked at Brigid, Janie and Benjamin and frowned. 
“Come,” he added. 

There were men at the cannon, men with rifles, all 
firing. The interior of the fort was a bedlam of noise, 
Jay trod on exploded shells as he followed the man. 

Travis, his uniform torn, was in @ small room with two 
or three men. 

“Fellow’s come to help,” said the man who had led 
the way. He disappeared on the run, as did the other men, 

Travis extended his hand, and Jay took it. Both had a 
firm grip. “I'm happy to get you,” Travis said. “Do you 
know artillery?” 

“No, sir,” Jay replied. He moved his rifle. “This is my 
weapon. I'm fairly good with it.” 

“Fine. Now. You need to know our situation.” 

“I know some of it, sir. Belisle came by and told us.” 

“Us?” Travis snatched at the word. “There’s more than 
just yourself?” 

Jay shook his head, and the look of eagerness faded 
from Travis. 

“He failed with us, sir. We've got ninety-three men, in- 
cluding me, but they voted to stay and protect their fami- 
lies. We've been having one Mexican skirmish after an- 
other, ourselves.” 
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“But you came! I thank you, sir. I have fewer than two 
hundred men under my command, so you can appreciate 
that every added rifle counts for ten, in my situation!” 

His look went to Brigid and the others, standing in the 
doorway. “Who are these, may I inquire?” he asked, his 
tone neither friendly nor unfriendly. 

“They've no place to go, sir. I'd appreciate it if you'll let 
them shelter here.” 

Travis frowned, but thoughtfully. “I already have 
twenty or thirty refugees inside the fort,” he said. 

“I don’t know what else to do with them, sir. The lad 
is only nine.” 

“Ten, now, sir,” Benjamin spoke up, “and Brigid's sev 

Sympathy flickered in Travis’s eyes. “Very well. They 
stay. They can find the others and keep out of the way.” 

“Thank you, sir,” Jay said. “Now. I have a proposition.” 

“Which is?” 

“I can stay here and fight, or I can act as courier— 
my horse is nearby—and do my damndest to recruit some 
men in a hurry. If I fail, I can still come back and fight. 
It depends on you, sir.” 

Travis’s decision was instant. “Recruit, by all means!” 
he exclaimed. “Maybe your best bet will be to work 
your own men. You've been here, you've seen the 
for yourself. You can give them an authentic picture. If - 
you can get only ten or twelve of them to come here, I'd 
settle for that and be glad!” 

Jay didn't waste the time to explain their system of 
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Travis directed Brigid, Janie, and Benjamin into a small 
room where some ashen-faced women huddled. 

Anger at Jay, for leaving her without even saying good- 
bye, swept over Brigid. With anger rose that natural, 
stubborn spirit. She wasn’t going to huddle and cower. 
She'd show Jay Tiffany she could take care of herself! 
And she wouldn't let Benjamin and Janie tremble and 
cringe, no matter how fiercely the battle raged. 
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Some of the women had their hands over their cars, 
for the artillery roar was awful; it hit the walls and re- 
verberated. A cannonball landed somewhere, and that was 
the most fearsome sound of all. The din hurt her ears, but 
she would not cover her ears. 

She reached over and drew Benjamin’s hands down 
from his ears. “It's war, darling!" she shouted. “We've got 
to be brave, to fight back!” 

She saw the birth of determination in his little face, 
and she saw Janie overcome her trembling. Brigid’s spirit 
flamed. She had brought them into this peril. If the Alamo 
fell, they would die, But it wasn't going to fall. She sprang 
up. “Stay right here until I need you!” she shouted. “I'm 
going to take a look around!” 

‘They nodded, and she went out to view the surround- 
ings and learn what she might do to help. 


Chapter 47 


Travis had so fortified the Alamo that, to Brigid, the 
walls appeared as if they would withstand even the assault 
of cannon fire. The chapel of the old mission of ‘the 


the walls weren't high. In size, she thought it looked to 
be about seventy-five feet long by sixty or more feet 
wide. This she estimated from having paid attention to di- 
mensions while the cabins were being built. 

As she gazed, she realized that one of the women had 
followed her out of the little room. She nodded, gave the 
woman, who was graying and near sixty, a solemn, brief 
smile. 

“My name’s Sal,” the woman said. 


got nobody here, My man died last month.” 

“I have a little brother and a girl friend in that room.” 

“Look at this place!” Sal moaned. “Hear it! The Lord 
Was on our side, though. When them Mexicans come, we 
didn’t have but three bushels of corn. But Travis went to 
deserted houses—people began to run—and he got eighty 
or ninety bushels of corn and twenty or thirty head of 
beeves inside the walls.” 

“The walls look very thick.” : 

“They are.” 

“Actually,” Sal continued, “some walls were Pag Bo 
a half feet thick and twenty-two and a half feet high.” 
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Her husband had told her. The windows of one room were 
walled over, and the building had no roof, except for a 
part of the western end. 

“They fixed this inner court for defense,” Sal explained 
with a sweeping gesture. “They tore out a lot—some In- 
dian houses too—and put up all these other walls you 
see.” 

Brigid looked wherever Sal pointed, absorbing it. 

“Where the south end of the inner court used to stand,” 
Sal explained, “they put the entrenchment and protected it 
with that breastwork of earth. Dirt’s packed tight between 
two rows of palisades. The plaza walls are the main de- 
fense, see. They make a rectangle, the long sides running 
north and south. They're stone, three feet thick and go 
from nine to twelve feet high except for one section. 

“Them doors on the east wall open into the barracks, 
Them stone military quarters run north of the inner 
court, and you can see they're two-story, built like houses 
in a city. 

“Them four doors on the west belong to stone rooms, 
And there on the south are one-story barracks. All the 
barracks walls are two and a half feet thick and have 
thick, flat roofs made out of cement.” 

Despite the raging battle, despite her anxiety to be of 
use, Brigid paid close attention to Sal. In the hours to 
come, she could function better if she knew the layout of 
the Alamo. 

Sal was quiet for a moment, then went on. “My hus- 
band was of the opinion these walls ain't thick enough to 
stand against cannons, and not high enough to keep the 
enemy out if they throw up ladders. But there’s worse.” 

“What, Sal?” 

“He said that a fort has to give its men protection 
beyond holding off an enemy. Well, we've got a few loop- 
holes in the barracks to shoot through, but the walls 
ain't got any loopholes at all. Our riflemen have to stand 
on a dirt platform and shoot over the top of the walls. 
This leaves their shoulders and arms to be shot at. And 
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then there's no way to place cannons. They've got to shoot 
over the walls too, right from mounds throwed up to hold 
them. And Travis ain't got but fourteen artillery, either.” 

“That sounds bad,” Brigid said. 

“And the Alamo ain't got bastions or anything else 
to make it hard for the enemy. There’s hardly no outer 
works at all, only a drainage ditch, no moats or nothing 
like that.” 

Suddenly the artillery and rifle uproar ceased. Both 
sides were quict. 

“Well!” exclaimed Sal. “Thank the Lord! Now maybe 
our men can get a little rest. They need sleep, need ‘it 
bad.” . 

“I saw a man lying in one of the stone rooms,” Brigid 
said. “Is he wounded?” if 

“Not him, that’s for sure. One of our best fighters. Col- 
onel James Bowie his name is. Ever heard of him?” 

Brigid shook her head. “I haven't been in Texas long.” 

“He's ailing. That’s his manservant with him. Bowie's 
really sick, keeps wanting to get out of there and fight, 
sick and all, but Travis won't let him. He’s to lay there 
and rest.” 

Brigid watched the Texans pouring into the plaza. 
Perhaps there were two hundred, but she didn't think so. 
They were all dirty and haggard, but laughing and shout- 
ing and calling out to one another. Apparently, judging 
from their high spirits, they still had yet to lose the first life 
to the enemy. 

They were dressed ia all sorts of garb. Several men 
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“What is it?” Janie cried, when she saw Brigid. 

“We've got a job to do, all three of us!” Brigid sang 
out. “See those men throwing up dirt to fortify the walls? 
That's what we did back on the ranch, and that’s what 
we're going to do now!” 

They found shovels, and Brigid picked a spot for them 
to work at the end of the wall, where no men were work- 
ing. Even Sal came, shovel in hand. 

Brigid dug into the dirt, set foot on the top edge of the 
shovel, stepped down hard, then harder. She felt the shov- 
el bite into the ground, and she pushed, scooped, lifted, 
and threw the load against the breastwork. She dug in 
again and repeated the process, over and over. After every 
three or four shovelfuls, she whacked her pile of loose 
dirt with the shovel, then went to her knees and beat it 
in, She did the same with Benjamin's fewer, smaller loads. 

Janie kept pace with Brigid, then drew ahead of her 
because she didn't stop to help with Benjamin. Sal, puffing, 
her face red, almost kept up with the two girls. 

“This corner—” panted Brigid, “may not be important, 
but it hasn't the same amount of dirt as the rest. I'm sure 
we're not—wasting—our—effort!" 

“No effort against them devils is wasted!” panted Sal. 
She rested on her shovel handle for an instant, then 
added, “Be just like them to figure the corners'd be weak 
and send a cannonball at this very one! Can't tell Brigid, 
honey. Maybe we're savin’ the Alamo, here and now!” 

A man working near them heard and laughed. “We'll 
make it yet!” he exulted. “We've killed eight hundred of 
them and ain't lost a man or had one wounded!” 

Finally, when it seemed the Mexicans had quit bom- 
barding for however long it might suit their plans, the 
Texans lay down to get a little sleep. 

Brigid established Janie and Benjamin in one of the 
Stone rooms with Sal, then slipped in to Colonel Bowie to 
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see if she could do anything for him. He was awake and 
feverish. She gave him a drink of water, then offered to 
rub his fever away as she'd done with Benjamin and 
Janie. 

“Thank you, no, Miss—” 

“Mrs. Edgerton.” 

“—-Mrs. Edgerton, but I’m not that feverish. All I need 
is rest, and I'll be up with the men. If you could give my 
servant fresh water now and again, I'd be very grateful. 


Glancing in the direction of the corner where they'd 
eee ae ee 
Alamo will stand! she thought. It will! 


Chapter 48 


At midnight, Brigid awoke from a restless sleep. Was it 
only yesterday, she wondered, that John Belisle had come 
riding up and shouted that the Alamo had been under 
siege for days? 

She opened her eyes and from the lantern light of 
the plaza could make out the quiet forms of Benjamin, 
Janie, and Sal, who had declared they were to be a unit 
for the duration of the battle. 

She thought of Jay. Had he reached Blaze safely? 
Had he arrived at the ranch? Was he persuading them to 
divide forces, after all, convincing some of them to come 
to the aid of these beleaguered, fearless men of the Ala- 
mo? Were they even now on their way? Or was Jay riding 
on, as Belisle had done? Or was he on his way back here, 
alone? 

No reinforcements had arrived. She would have roused, 
the defenders would have roused, had so many as five men 

Their spirits would have soared; their shouts 
would have filled the plaza. 


Outside, those men on sentry duty stared at 
flag of no quarter the Mexicans had raised on the 
San Fernando church, then gazed up at their own 
stripe banner of gray, white and red, standing out 
the breeze. They searched the horizon, always hoping 
find men riding to them, but all they saw were the M 
can patrols. 

Now, secing movement at Santa Anna’s headquarters, - 
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“C-can't we help!” cried Benjamin as loudly as he could, 
“We did before!” 

“Not now, darling. The only way we can help is to stay 
here!” 

“Lord bless us, that’s the truth!” agreed Sal. 

Janie nodded, her lips pale. 

Brigid made regular visits to Colonel Bowie and his 
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manservant in the next room. The colonel was 
and unhappy because he couldn't fight beside his 
rades. 

“What a time to be ill!” he fretted. 
“But you are ill, sir. You must stay down.” 
“I'm not resting, you know.” 


gis 


touch on the arm, and she left him, saddened that he must 


and comfort to be offered, Brigid was never, for an in- 
stant, forgetful of Jay. Panic for him rose in her. 

She glanced at Sal, who was helping with the wounded. 
Admiration for this woman filled her. Although she had 
lost the husband she loved only a month ago, she could 
still be efficient, could render aid and tenderness 
face of new death. 

As the dark hours of morning crept on, the artillery 
and rifle fire continued, punctuated by the cries of the 
wounded and dying, the awful battle cry of the 
The defenders kept going up the wall to 
enemy, and were themselves shot dead. There the Mexican 
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Inside, now, Texans were shoveling again, shoring up 
that breached wall. Brigid stood out of their way; there 
wasn't room for her. Even exhausted, desperate men could 
accomplish more than any woman at this time. She watched 
as they stuffed the bodies of their own men into the breast- 
works where the stone had broken through. 

The wounded, despite help, lay writhing, bleeding, dy- 
ing. Some of them, delirious, screamed out. The ground 
was littered with the dead and near dead. 

Travis was everywhere, barking orders that his men, 
eager and desperate, sprang to carry out. With the wall 
breached, he knew he couldn't afford ten rifiemeg to cover 
such a stretch, yet the only partly reinforced breach 
forced him to thin the defense of the other walls. 

The enemy's south column had fought to the wall still 
again, but the battle there was a draw, the Texans stub- 
bornly holding off the attackers. 

At the same time, under cover of fire from the rear, the 
Mexicans swarmed up the ladders at the north wall 
They rose up, tide after tide of killers in dark blue, When 
they were hizh enough to get onto the wall, their rear 
forces had to hold their fire, and the Texans surged to 
meet them. 

“Them walls are only three feet thick at the top,” Sal 
shouted to Brigid. “That's not good enough footing for 
hand-to-hand fighting!” 

Brigid held her breath, watching the deadly struggle. 
The narrowness of the wall hindered the Texans, but it 
was even worse, she saw with hope, for the enemy. They 
couldn’t get a solid foothold; those coming off the ladders 
had no protection during the span of time between letting 
go of the ladders and reaching for their weapons. They 
were shot or knifed before they could catch their balance 
and came crashing, dead, to the plaza. By the breach, 
the killing was worse, as Texas rifles brought down every 
Mexican who tried to get through the rubble. 

“We're going to win!” shrieked Sal. “Watch them die. 
Just see them devils die!” 

Brigid winced. The Mexicans were human; they bled 
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She 
stand alone, and they supported her. 

“Oh, Brigid!" she heard Benjamin cry, “they were going 
to burn you up! And you weren’t even dead!” 

“Hush, now, lad!” Sal exclaimed. “We'll get her away 
- from here!” . 

Stumbling, her head paining from the blow she now 
remembered receiving from the Mexican, she let them 
lead her. Suddenly she stopped. 

“Don't look back, darlin’! cried Sal. 

But she did look. And she saw the great mound of dead 
piled in the center of the plaza. She saw the Texas heroes, 
the floor. Sal and Janie tried to urge her on, but she held 
the men who had fought so gallantly, heaped like dirt on 
back. When she saw the Mexican officer put the torch to 
the funeral pyre, she vomited. 

Only then did she let them lead her to their little 
room. She sat on the bed, refusing to lie down, breathing 
deeply of air—smoke-laden and filled with the sickening, 
sweet odor of human, burning flesh. 

“I saw that Mexican hit you!” Janie cried. “I saw you 
breathing! I told him so, but he wouldn't pay any atten- 
tion—” 

“Can't speak English,” Sal put in. “Would've killed her 
for sure if he’d known she wasn't dead!” 

“--And he took you out there and threw you down! 
And they kept throwing bodies on top of you! Every 
time I tried to get to you, they grabbed me back and 
threw me and hit me—I couldn’t get to you!” 

Brigid's vision had cleared enough now that she saw 
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the bruises rising on Janie’s face and winced. “Janie,” she 
murmured, “dear Janie. I owe my life to you.” 

“And to Sal! I never could have got you out. After 
they hit me around, I was unconscious for a while, and 
when I came to, you had I don't know how many bodies 
on top of you, and they were saying they were going to 
burn them. Sal understands Spanish, and she told me!” 

“It was Janie who saved you,” Sal said. “She's the one 
saw you hit, saw you breathing. I only helped.” 

“It was both of you,” Brigid said. 

Go need palit” Benjami cried: “Bot Ten not big encogh 
yet 

Brigid, who had taken him into her arms and was hold- 
ing him, stroked his hair. “Of course you helped, darling. 
Without you—” She shuddered, 

“We've got to get out of here,” Sal said. 

“We may have to escape,” Brigid replied. “I don't 
know if the Mexicans will set us free.” 

“I've heard things about Santa Anna,” Sal said. “He's 
a fierce man, but sometimes he can be decent. Before we 
try to run, and maybe get ourselves into worse trouble, I 
Say we keep our eyes and ears open for a while.” 

“Where are the other refugees?” Brigid asked. 

“Well, when the first attack began, days ago, we was 
all ordered to the chapel; that was supposed to be safer 
than the rooms in the fort. Only we came back, one by 
one, all but Mrs, Dickensen, her having a baby at the 
breast and a husband on the walls. Her and some town 
Mexican women. 

“But,” Sal continued, “it appears that we're the 
lucky ones. The doors of the chapel were barred, but in 
no time at all the Mexicans broke them in.” 

“And Mrs. Dickensen?” 

“I think she's alive, thought I seen her, with her baby, 
while we was pulling you out.” 

“Colonel Bowie, was he—?” 

Sal nodded, eyes snapping. “He ended up on top of 
the pile. One of them Mexican generals—Cos, they called 


“Some they're going to bury,” Sal interrupted. “The 
rest they're going to throw in the river.” 

“Their own men?” 

“That's what they said.” 

“So. They've got enough cleaning up to do now,” Brigid 
said. “I'm going to see Santa Anna himself.” 

“Watch out for them devils,” Sal warned. “We're going 
to follow you.” 

Brigid nodded, then began to edge along the wall until 
she reached the slain Travis’s headquarters. None of the 
Mexicans seemed to notice them. 

Peering through the crowd at the door, she saw a wom- 
an who carried a baby in her arms, speaking in accented 
English to a dark-haired, stern-visaged man in unsullied 
uniform. From the conversation, she knew the man was 
General Santa Anna. She listened keenly. Santa Anna 
was sending Mrs. Dickensen, her baby, and Colonel Bowie's 
servant to General Houston's camp, They were to be 
accompanied by a Mexican with a flag. The Mexican bore 
a note from Santa Anna offering the Texans peace and 
a general amnesty if they would lay down their arms and 
submit to his government. 

Houston's reply was later to be repeated in all of Tex- 
as: “True, sir, you have succeeded in killing some of our 
brave men, but the Texans you have not yet whipped.” 

Brigid edged away from the office, her heart beating fast. 
She had made a mistake in showing herself. This general 
would show no mercy to her little party. Their safety or 
danger was of no concern to any American general. No 
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note, no escort, would be accorded them. Their only 
choice was to escape. 

She hadn't gone six steps when a hand clamped her 
arm, and an oily voice demanded, “And where are you 
going, sefiorita, mi pretty one, eh?” 


Chapter 49 
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seized, also. Janie screamed without letup, pulling and 
jerking, kicking and twisting, but she, too, was fighting a 
losing battle. 

Janie’s shricks filled Brigid’s ears; underlying them was 
the din of the soldiers, who were shouting at one another 
all over the plaza, laughing, piling their own dead along 
the walls like firewood. 


from the first one. He slammed her to him, crushing 
lips with his mustached, wet mouth. Horror sent her 
for an instant; before she could so much as push, the 
first soldier grabbed her arms again and yanked. 

But the second soldier held on, his fingers in 
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under her ribs. She heaved, pushed, and kicked as 
two soldiers, cursing in Spanish, started a tug of war, 
pulling her back and forth between them so fast and hard 
that she was helpless. Other soldiers gathered, watching, 
shouting, and laughing. 

Brigid's efforts increased. Her thoughts were a wild 
jumble, She was a prize of war, she knew that, Unless 
she escaped, there would be soldier after soldier, ravish- 
ing her until she was dead. They would do the same to 
Janie, perhaps even to 


rolled. First one was on top, then the other. They punched, 
gouged, and panted. 

Somehow, Brigid got one hand free and shot it upward, 
fingers arched, to gouge the first available eye. The man 
laughed, then cursed and struck her wrist so violently 
with the side of his hand that she went numb to the 
shoulder. Frenzied, she tore her other hand loose and tried 
for the second man—eyes, face, anything. The chop of his 
fist numbed her second arm. Now she could only try to 
twist, to jerk free, but they held her tighter still. 

Janie’s shrieks continued. Brigid saw her fighting to get 
away from the two soldiers who had her. She saw Sal 
edging away from the area, drawing Benjamin to a de 
serted section of wall. Oh, run with him—runf she willed 
desperately, but Sal stopped and wai . 
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her to the ground, swinging her outward and downward so 
that she hit flat on her back. Still her jaws remained 


swung her to face him, holding her arms. 

As she struggled and kicked, his partner came leaping 
Over. “Non,” the partner said. 

The first two soldiers, who had fought and gouged and 
tried to kill each other to see which would have her, also 
came up. They were panting. “Non!” they shouted together, 
first to the pair who had held Brigid while they fought, 
then to all the soldiers looking on. “Non—non!” they kept 
Saying. 
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One of them said something else, and the soldier who 
was holding Brigid let go. “; Vamos!” he yelled. “Vamos, 
muchacha, vamos!” 

She didn’t quite understand, but she was free and she 
ran straight for Sal and Benjamin. 

“Here's a hole in the wall!” Sal cried. She pushed 
Benjamin through, urged Brigid through, and followed. 
“Let's get our bearings,” she whispered. But all they 
could tell was that they were outside the Alamo, huddled 
against the wall. 

“Them Mexicans,” Sal whispered. “They let you go, you 
know that.” 

“TI wasn't sure. I don’t understand their language.” 

“They told you to go. What they seen—Janie—sickened 
them. I suppose even Mexican devils have got one drop 
of good in them.” 

But with their drops of goodness, they had stood by 
and let Janie be murdered, be violated, be thrown on the 
burning funeral pyre. Janie, who had been pure and good 
beyond anyone Brigid had ever known, except her father 
and Benjamin. Tears filled her eyes, but she quickly wiped 
them away. “We can't stay here!” she exclaimed. “We've 
got to gol” 

“We can’t go to my house. There’s Mexicans all over 
the town!” 

“Rast!” Brigid gasped. “That's away from here!” 

They began to run east, away from the Alamo, away 
from the soldiers, with no idea of where they were headed. 


and Benjamin had followed Jay to the Alamo, how they 
had tied the horses and gone on foot the rest of the way. 
“What became of him, the man you followed here?” 
“He left to get recruits.” 
“Never got back with them, did he?” 


“You don’t want to go back to your home?” 

“Not me. I want to stay with you, if you'll have me. You 
and Benjamin.” 

“Then, if we get the horses, we'll ride east a bit, then 
veer north. We'll find a settler’s cabin where we can rest, 
then ride on to the next cabin and the next.” 
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“Sounds like you're running away.” 

“We are. And for good cause.” 

“She’s going to explain it to me when I'm eighteen,” 
Benjamin spoke up, “If you're eighteen, she'll tell you pret- 
ty soon, I think.” 

“T see,” murmured Sal. 

“Why did that soldier kill Janie, Brigid?” the boy asked 
suddenly. 

“They were killing lots of people. She got in their way. 
I'll explain that when you're eighteen, too.” 

“That's what he saw—the killing—and putting ber on 
the pile,” Sal interjected. “I hid his face in my skirts while 
—for a bit.” 

“They burned her,” Benjamin said. “They didn’t know 
how nice Janie was, or they wouldn't have burned her 


up. 
Brigid and Sal exchanged a sober look. 


The horses weren't in the timber. She should have 
known that Jay wouldn't have abandoned them; he would 
have taken them with him, never suspecting that she 
might need them. 

“What do we do now?” Sal asked. 

“We can walk,” said Benjamin cheerfully. “We can eat 
berries and things. I can catch fish. It'll take longer, but 
we'll find a cabin our own selves.” 

Brigid went to her knees, held him close, and he let 
her for a second. Then he pushed away. “We need to 
go,” he said. “It'll take us longer.” 

Brigid and Sal exchanged another look. What the child 
suggested was impossible. Even horseback, it would take 
long, hard riding to locate some friendly cabin. It was 
impossible to walk that distance. Yet it was impossible 
not to walk, for Brigid would not return to Edward. 

They walked, past the timber, still eastward. Brigid 
didn’t know exactly where they should turn north; 
certainly didn’t want to be near the land grants. If 
disappeared, Edward would think she was dead, 
in the Alamo, 
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As they walked, Brigid thought that perhaps they should 
return to the timber, then tonight, after dark, slip into 
Bexar and steal horses. She whispered this suggestion to Sal. 

“Absolutely not!” Sal whispered back. “We've got away 
from the devils, and we're staying away! I'll walk my bones 
to the knee before Ill go to Bexar!” 

They bad been walking for an hour when they spotted 
a body of horsemen, coming toward them. Brigid could 
tell they weren't Indians and they weren't Mexicans in 
dark blue uniforms. 

Sal was of the same opinion. “They're recruits,” she 
ventured. “Too late, but men on the way to fight, I'll bet 
on it!” 

Brigid recognized them first. Jay was leading, and Ed- 
ward and Gorham rode just behind him, followed by about 


her. “Janie and Benjamin and I followed Jay, and he got 
us refuge there.” 

Edward clamped his lips tightly together. 

“Thank God you're safe!” Jay cried. “How are condi- 
tions at the Alamo? We've heard no artillery.” 

“And you won't,” Brigid said. “No reinforcements ever 
came, and the Mexicans broke through. They killed every 
man in the Alamo and burned their bodies. They killed 
Janie and—worse—and burned her, too.” 

“They've taken Bexar, then,” Jay said flatly. “Santa 
Anna's won.” He turned to the settlers. “We talked too 
long, scouted too long to make sure we weren't going to 
be attacked, took too many votes. We're too late.” 

“I don’t think eighteen more men would have made too 
much difference,” Brigid said. 

“You could've held them off longer, maybe,” Sal put 
in. “But you'd be dead like the rest now. Travis needed 
two or three hundred men. More.” 

“Now they'll fan out after the rest of us!” Bob Mabrey 
exclaimed. “We'd better ride for home!” 


Pa 
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“No,” Brigid said. “There’s no need for that, at least 
not in such a hurry. I heard the message Santa Anna sent 
to General Houston. They're giving us time; they're not 
going to press the war, not now.” 

“Why are they giving us time?” Jay asked. 

“To consider their offer. If we'll live under their law, 
we'll have peace.” 

“Never!” cried Obidiah Grosshart. “We're going to have 
Texas law, not Mexican rule! We're Texans, not Mexi- 
cans!” 

The other men agreed. 

Edward, icy faced, lifted his voice. The settlers quieted. 
“It’s good all empresarios decided to come,” he said. “Our 
only chance is to throw in with the Mexicans. We'll be 
Mexicans, not Texans. We'll have our land grants and our 
ranches. What does a mere name, a mere set of laws mat- 
ter?” 

“What you say holds reason,” Jay said. “But I'm for 
Texas rule of Texans.” 

“Tiffany's right!" bellowed Hawk. “I don't want to be 
ruled! I don't want to be a Mexican! I came here to be a 
Texan, and that’s what I'm going to be. No greasy-haired 
foreigner’s going to push Hawk Gorham around!” 

“You fool!” Edward shouted, his icy calm gone. “I 
told you! I told you on the Sea Hawk that you had no 
place as an empresario. Now, when we come to the nub of 
the affair, where is the wily sea captain, where is the pi- 
rate? What we have is a bogus hero, a cutthroat who sud- 
denly wants to be a Texan, be a hero! Why didn’t you go 
into the Alamo to start with? Why didn’t you die as you 
deserve to die?” 

Before any of them knew what he was about, Hawk 
was making for Edward, head down, a dagger in hand. 
Like lightning, so fast Brigid couldn't believe it though 
she saw it, there was a knife in Edward's hand, too, 

Hawk lunged, dagger ready; Edward danced aside. 
Then, swiveling, before Hawk could charge again, Edward 
ran him through with his blade, and Hawk fell on the 
ground, impaled. 
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Susanna! Brigid thought, Susanna! 

‘Edward bent down and yanked his blade out of Hawk 
Gorham’s body. There was a puddle of blood beside the 
dead man. 

Edward wheeled, knife in hand. “Any objections, any 
of you?” he shouted. 

Not a man stirred. 

“What you did,” Jay said finally, “is murder a man. Just 
as the Mexicans murdered the Texans at the Alamo.” 

Edward laughed, one snort. “It was self-defense, You 
all saw that.” 

When no man moved against him, he sheathed his 
knife. The steel glints were in his eyes, the white line at 
his mouth. “Now,” he said to Brigid, “I'll deal with you.” 

He laid hands on her, but before he could mistreat 
her, Jay’s fist smashed into the side of his head. He went 
backward in a staggering fall. Jay was on him before he 
could get up. They rolled on the ground, fighting in a more 
deadly manner than the soldiers in the Alamo had fought 
over Brigid. Edward got his knife free, but Jay grabbed 
his wrist, shoved back on it, turning Edward's hand al- 
most completely backward. There was the snap of bone, 
and the knife fell, sliding out of reach. 

“Horsemen!” Sal screamed, pointing west. 

Unhearing, Jay was on top, pounding Edward’s face. 
They rolled, and now Edward was doing the pounding. 

“Renegade Mexicans!” yelled Bob Mabrey. “Off the 
ground, men! This is no time to fight among ourselves!” 

Jay was first on his feet. Edward, nursing his hand, 
staggered up. They mounted, as did the others who had got- 
ten off their horses. 

“Get behind those bushes, Brigid!” Jay shouted. 

The settlers went thundering toward the oncom- 
ing horsemen, of whom there were a dozen or so. 

Sal was pulling Brigid to the bit of shelter, urging Ben- 


The two groups of horsemen galloped at each other. 
Dust rose behind the settlers, making it hard to see. Be- 
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and 

“Scavengers,” Sal muttered. “Out to loot gold, rifles, 
horses from soldiers or settlers—it's all one to them!” 

Fighting began between the two groups. The renegades 
threw themselves on the settlers, unhorsing them. Those 
not unhorsed jumped to the ground and plunged into 
hand-to-hand fighting. 

“I can't stay here!” Brigid cried. “I have to go, Sall 
Stay with Benjamin!” 

If Jay were to be killed, if she weren't there to com- 
fort him, her heart would die. 

She had to have a weapon. 

On her way, she picked up Edward’s knife. She ran, 
unnoticed, past the loose, milling horses, to the edge of 
the battle. 

They were in a deadly melee. There were bodies on 
the ground, some dead. There were shouts and screams of 
pain; there was grunting and panting and the shuffle of 
feet as men feinted with knives. 

Brigid stumbled over a body and saw that it was Ed- 
ward, his throat slit. She was free, then, but could feel 
nothing but the terrible urgency to get to Jay. 

Three viciously fighting men jostled her. She fell but 
quickly scrambled up, holding fast to the knife, She 
glimpsed Jay in the midst of the fracas. Knife gripped 
hard, she wound past struggling figures. She pushed on 
through the battling men until she got to Jay's side. 

A renegade was sneaking up behind him, knife aimed. 
Brigid ducked. Half bent, she drove her knife into the 
renegade’s belly, and then she gave it a twist for good 
measure before she yanked it out. He fell, dying, blood 
gushing from him. 

Jay was to the left now, fighting off three men. Sud- 
denly two settlers apeared and attacked the renegades, 
wounding them, and they drew back, bleeding. 

Two more renegades seemed to spring right out of 
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the ground. Both had knives. As Jay knocked the weapon 
out of the hand of one with his own knife, Brigid plunged 
her blade into the throat of the other, and he fell. 

Two men, she thought. [ve killed two men. And I 


looked doubtful. “We don’t know what'll happen,” Frankie 
declared so convincingly that even the men listened. “We 
don’t know that some of the Mexican soldiers won't split 
off and ride our way or that the renegades or others won't 
show up. We need to be ready for anything.” 


Edward Edgerton was buried on his land, and Hawk 
Gorham was buried on his land in brief services, Lanterns 
shone on the boxes the men had hammered together. 
Bob Mabrey spoke the words; one of the women sang, 
softly. Brigid said a silent prayer for Janie, and the men 
put up a cross for her. Then it was over, and they were 
ready for what might come next. 

Brigid, unable to enter the cabin in which she had lived 
with Edward, the cabin which had been shelter only, 
stood with Sal and Benjamin at the steps of the bedroom 
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“They can go,” said Sal. “I'm the extra. I'll stay here.” 
“Not by a long shot!" declared Susanna, almost in her 
usual manner. “You saw this girl and this child 
hell. There’s room aplenty in my cabin for all of us, 
room aplenty on these ranches for you long as you 
live!” 


Brigid lay awake long after Benjamin slept. She thought 
of Jay, blessedly alive. She thought of Janice; she thought 
of Edward, his schemes dead with him in his grave. She 
thought of grief. She had none in her, only the sadness 
on Edward's behalf. She realized that it was the same 
for Susanna, She did recognize Hawk for what he was, 
and was a good wife to him in spite of it. 


By morning, Jay, Bob Mabrey, Obidiah Grosshart, and 
even Cat, Link, and Bellow had agreed they should all 
return to their own homes. Jay, the only remaining em- 
presario, called a meeting. Standing on the breezeway of 
Susanna’s cabin, he began, “The Mexican government will 
honor the offer it made to us,” he began. 

Bellow indicated that he wanted to speak, and Jay rec- 
ognized him. “Order, not offer,” Bellow snorted. 

“They couched it as an offer,” Jay replied, “It gives us 
temporary peace. We can continue to live at peace if we 
accept Mexican government.” 

The men shifted, grumbling. 

“I think I speak for all,” Jay ventured. “The Alamo 
is defeated, but we are not.” 

A cheer went up from the men; some of the women 
cried out, too. Lil and Florence, standing in the front row, 
hugged each other in open delight. Their eyes were on 
Jay, adoring. 


“She'll be a country in her own right,” Jay said. “She'll 
be free, proud, and powerful.” 
Again the settlers cheered. 


Her love flew to him, and she could not refuse, i 

“You, too, Susanna,” he said. “For a few nights.” 

“Hawk was good to me, in his own way,” she said. “T 
fived in this cabin with him, and I'll live in it now. Thank 
you just the same, Jay, Brigid.” 

Her eyelashes gave the merest flicker, and Brigid knew, 
beyond doubt, that Susanna had been aware of Hawk's 
relationship with herself. And that, knowing Hawk, she 
bore no grudge. 

Sal, on the other hand, accepted Jay’s invitation at once 
and gave a tinge of spirit and hope to the trip. “You're in 
for it!” she warned him. “Inviting two females and a 
ten-year-old boy to stay! How many rooms you got in 
that cabin of yours?" 

“One.” 

“Where’ll you bunk, then?” 

“In my wagon with Benjamin. You ladies’ll have the 
cabin to yourselves.” 
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That night, very late, with Benjamin asleep and Sal 
snoring audibly, Brigid stood with Jay on his front gallery. 
“We can't stay here forever, you know,” she said. 

“And why not?” 

“Because, We're putting you out of your cabin, mak- 
ing you sleep in the wagon—” 

He turned, took her gently into his arms, and held her 
in their circle. “You're going to marry me, you know,” 
he said. “I hope that someday you can forgive me for the 
way I treated you, the things I said. All untrue, especial- 
ly that word I used—sullied. And I wouldn't loan you 
money when you needed it, wouldn't help you when you 
told me Gorham was molesting you. Can you forgive me, 


darling?” 

“There's nothing to forgive,” she whispered. “Please, 
Let's forget it.” 

“I was a fool, a jealous, witless fool. Jealous of you and 
—him. And didn’t know I was jealous. I wanted you to 
divorce him, and didn't know that, either, but just called 
you names,” 

“It doesn't matter.” 

“It matters. You'd lived under violence, threat, abuse, 
and blackmail. You were forced into everything that hap- 
pened to you. You, the bravest, truest girl—” 

“Woman, Jay. I’m seventeen now.” 

“You're a girl in years, a woman in heart and soul.” 

“I grew up quickly, beginning the night we met.” 

“Without knowing, I wanted to grab you then and 
run!” 


“And almost knowing, I wanted you to do it!” 

“I took pleasure in killing those brigands who'd tried. 
+ + + I wondered at that. I didn’t realize, even then, that 
it was because I loved you!” 

“How can you love me?” she whispered. “There've 
been so many men—Hawk Gorham, the Comanche, Ed- 
ward. And even—youl” 

“It doesn’t matter.” 

“So many,” she whispered, horror-stricken at the enor- 


mity of it. “I've been—no wonder you. . .. Oh, Jay 
you were right, I have been sullied, I—” 

He held her so close she hadn't breath to whisper on, 
He was so warm, so dear, so beloved. 

“You're clean,” he murmured. “You're as pure and 
open and sunswept as all of Texas! You're never to go 
back to Edgerton’s ranch!” 

“But the land—” 

“We'll keep it for Benjamin. I'll develop the whole 
empresarioship for him, except Susanna's acres, to replace 
the money for your dowry. The gold, Edgerton’s remain- 
ing half, will be Benjamin's. The rest—” 

“Susanna should have it, must have it! Oh, Jay, what 
will Susanna do?” 

“Marry again, I think. She's the marrying kind, And 
I've noticed that Grosshart seems to like her.” 

“But he’s an older man!” 

“Not too old. He can look after her ranch and his, 
too.” 

“Sal, there's Sal. She doesn’t want to go back to her 
home, ever!” 

“No reason why she should, my darling. She can live 
with us, be a grandmother to Benjamin, Think she'd agree 
to that?” 

“I think she’d love it!” 

“Then that’s settled. Tomorrow I begin to add two 
rooms to this cabin. With all hands, it won't take long to 
rough them in so they can be used.” 

“Two rooms?” 

“One for Sal and Benjamin. One for us.” 

“Where will I live in the meantime? It wouldn't be de- 
cent—” 

“For you to stay here while I build? It'll be decent, 
Sal's here, and we're getting married next week.” 

“But that—!” She tried to pull away, but he wouldn’t 
let her go. 

He held her close, talking fast. “This is the wilderness, 
my darling! The frontier. You must learn its ways. When 
@ man or woman ioses a mate, they've no choice; the 
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